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Nick Carter Exchanges Prisoners 
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CHAPTER I. 
THE CRIME OF MIDDAY. 


~3t had been done in a whirl, a flash—a 
_ daring,-an original, a sensational act of 
crime—— 
_ In staid, conservative Philadelphia, in 
broad daylight: 
The theft of fifty thousand dollars in 
money and bonds. 
It had oceurred in public, at the very 
steps. of the Commor.wealth National 
- Bank. 
 - With business i in full swing, the pave- 
ments crowded, a small fortune had been 
= - appropriated in a deft, an éasy manner, by 
= eg abe, smoothest rogue in Christendom. 
And, seemingly; he had left not the 
_ slightest clew to his identity. 
So. slick had been the act—though done 
fore the very eyes of the victim—that 
tim in question was quiescent, un- 


——- 


ae fully ten niimutes after the 
a4 career. 


SILY EXPLAINED 


By the Author of “NICK CARTER.” 


And this money, this fifty thousand 
dollars, was a dowry—the price of the 
happiness of two devoted souls. 

With the alarm finally given, like a 
sensitive instrument, feeling every pulsa- 
tion of the great body politic, the local 
police system instantly vibrated to the 
details of the startling sensation of the 
hour. 

First to Central Headquarters the news 
flew by telephone from the bank, and was 
thence innediately wired to every sub- 
station in the city. 

Like a hive disturbed, that guardian 
body hurried forth—fluttered, burrowed, 
retreated, retired, beaten back by plain 
facts the very simplicity of which was be- 
wildering. 

Then the Chief of the service, con- 
fronted by an extraordinary responsibility, 
did a wise thing. 

This was to repeat what: he had done 
more than once ri in his professional 
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He telegraphed to New York City for 
the celebrated detective, Nick Carter. 

The crime had 
o’clock, sharp. 

At five the famous. secret service ex- 
pert arrived at the Broad street depot on 
the fast limited. 

Thus, exactly five hours after the crime 
had been comumitted, Nick Carter en- 
tered the private office of the Philadel- 
phia Chief of Police. 

With manifest gratefulness and relief, 
that important public official welcomed 
his expected visitor, with both hands ex- 
tended. 

*‘T have been waiting for you,’’ he 
said, frankly. 

“What have you done in the case?” in- 
quired Nick Carter. 

‘Nothing.’ 

“Then what do you expect of me?’’ 

**T’o listen to a brief explanation.”’ 


“Tam ready for that,’’ replied Nick, 


all attention. 

“TY am about to inform yon of the larg- 
est theft perpetrated in Phladelphia since 
1892.’” 

“Go ahead,’’ directed Nick, settling 
himself in an easy-chair. 

“At twelve o’clock to-day,’’ narrated 
the Chief of Police, ‘‘a carriage drove up 
in front of the Commonwealth National 
Bank on Chestnut street.’’ 

‘*A private conveyance.?”’ 

‘*No, one hired for the occasion.’? / 

‘Aud the number of the cabman?”’ in- 
quired Nick. 

_ The Chief’s brows clouded impatiently ; 
he was familiar with Nick Carter’s care- 
ful, critical way of investigating things, 


but, under his present strain of anxiety, 


he resented it. 
#No oi in eat Mr. Carter!’’ he de- 


occurred at twelve — 
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‘“The velricle contained a pretty serv- 
ing-maid.’’ 

‘Namie?’ 

““Mary Bronson.’’ 

Nick had a blank card in his hand; he 
made a brief note without taking his eyes 
from the Chief’s face. 

“She had been dispatched from the 
Continental Hotel by her mistress. de 

‘*Name—again ?”’ 

‘*Mrs. Lovett Warren, of Byrn - Manor. 
She had accompanied this lady and her 
daughter, Lucille, from their country 
home to the city this morning. The pur- 
pose was to transfer into real estate se- 
curities a special deposit at the bank 
amounting to over fifty thousand dol- 
lars.’’ 

“In money ?”’ 

‘*And bonds.’? 

‘*You have the numbers and descrip- 
tion of the latter?’’ inquired Nick. 

‘*Not yet.’’ : 

““T will attend to that,’’said the detec- 
tive, making another note. 

‘“This money, in fact, constituted the 
dowry of Miss Lucile Warren,’’ proceed- 
ed the Chief. 

**Slie was soon to be married ?”’ 

‘*To Mr. Edwin Lewis, a young broker 
of this city. The money and bonds were 
in a small satchel. Mrs. Warren was not 
feeling very well, and instead of going to 
the bank herself as she had originally in- 
tended, she. gave a written bess to her 
maid and sent her.” 

‘‘She must have orca confidence in 
this maid.’”’ 

‘She had brought ‘ie up from an in- 
fant; she was a favored charge, and trust- 
worthy.’’ 


’ 


‘This was the person who was driven 
to the bank ?”” v7) 

‘SAt twelve o’clock Mary Bronson en- 
tered the bank, and proceeded tp the win- 
dow of the cashier. ee 

“Why this irregularity?” : 
Mt as? 4s a aes Ls Mrs, Warren, and : 
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even personally knew the maid. As I 
have explained, the contents of the 
satchel were a trust rather than a de- 
posit.”’ 

**T understand. ”’ 

‘*The cashier spoke pleasantly to the 
girl, took the order, had her indorse it, 
and brought the satchel from the vault.’’ 

**Did he verify the contents ?’’ 

‘Before the sight of the girl, yes; 
is a careful, methodical man.’’ 
~ “And then??? 

“The girl left the bank, went to the 

<a carriage, and stepped into it.’ 

“She got that far in safety?’ 

*°That far. Sheeplaced the satchel on 

_ the cushioned seat at her side, and settled 
herself, ready to start back for the hotel. 
This could-not be done at once.”’ 
ieee S“Aliy nat??? * * 
- ‘‘There was a slight jam of vehicles, 
-and the driver was holding in his horses 
and indulging in ‘a roasting’ of a truck- 
: man who had nearly locked wheels with 
ee haan: 
. ‘Mary Bronson closed the carriage 
-. deor herself. Just then she was aware 
‘that some one was coming towards her.’’ 
- “From the bank?” ’ 
Ves. Ina doorwav that she supposed 
to be a private entrance to the bank, a 
man had appeared. He wore a thin office 
coat and the little bib or apron usually 
worn by some paying tellers.’’ 
$*Alvi commented Nick, softly and 
- thonghtfully.. 2 
‘A pen was stuck behind his ear. He 
was bareiieaded. ‘The fingers of one hand 
_ were daubed with ink. 
TF che 3} - tripped jauntily down the steps, 
glided across tlie pavement, dodging pass- 
g pedestrians. He bowed courteously, 
ferentially to the pretty maid through 
oh ‘the open carriage window, and said, ‘Beg 
: , miss—but ‘there: is a slight mis- 


he 


_ Mrs. Lovett Warren’s blind confidence i 


/ 


“She innocently and promptly handed 
out the satchel whien ‘the cashier’s con- 
fidential clerk, informed her that the cash- 
ier desired to take the number of the 
bonds; he would return the satchel in a 
few moments. Back into the bank the 
man weut.’’ ; : 


**You mean the bank building?’ 

“Of course; within it the fellow disap- 
peared. She waited ten minutes. She 
began to grow uneasy, and then alarmed 
and suspicions. At last she left the car- 
riage and went into the bank to inquire.” 

‘“Hysterics! Tears?” 

‘*And the fifty thousand dollars van- 
ished !”” 

‘*And the driver?’’ asked Nick. 

“Engrossed in bickering, during the 
swift dash of the clerk, he had noted 
nothing.” >. 

““Nobody in the bank, no passersby, 
saw the man??? 

“Not a soul that we could locate.” 
“Then the story rests solely on the un- 
supported statement of Mary Bronson?” — 

“That’s just it. The bank officers 
summoned us. The girl lay in a dead 
faint. We took her to the hotel, and saw 
Mrs. Warren and her daughter. The old 
lady was prostrated at the news; ‘the 
danghter—a superb creature—was aisly 
crushed.” ; 

‘*Your men investigated ?”’ 

‘*And I myself personally.’’ 

‘‘What did you find out?” 

‘“The thief had employed a dark pas- 
sage way running the length of the bank 
brilding, to make his play and his es- 
cape.’ 

“Did you find anything there ?’’ 

““A pen, an old office coat, a bank 
apron,”’ 

‘‘Nothing more?’’ 
x Seno: ” be 

Nick arose to his feet. 

“It seems to me,” he observed, ‘‘that 
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her serving maid has cost her fifty thou- 
sand dollars.”’ 

SByut 

‘‘Ves,”’ anticipated Nick—‘‘you ex- 
pect something better than formal gen- 

eralities from me? Well, we ge see— 
later.” 

‘‘Where first ?’’ inquired the Chief, fol- 
lowing Nick’s example and taking up his 
hat. 

‘“To the Continental Hotel, of course.’’ 

‘To interview Mrs. Lovett Warren?” 

‘And her maid, this Mary Bronson,’’ 
said Nick Carter. ; 


——s 


CHAPTER II. 
THE DETECTIVE’S EYE. 


The detective and the Philadelphia 
Chief of Police did not find Mary Bron- 
son at tle Continental Hotel when they 
arrived there. 

In the reception-room of a neat suite 

the two professional visitors were greeted 
by Miss Lucille Warren. 

Ata elance Nick discerned that his 
companion had not overestimated her. 

She was indeed a peerless creature, and 
her artless inuocence, combined with a 
Jaudable effort to bear up under sudden 

calamity, at once wou Nick’s sympathy. 

“T fear that you cannot see my moth- 
-er,’? she said, when the Chief had ex- 
plained their mission and his introduction 
of an expert in detective science. 

“She is much - aus ?” asked the 
Chief. 

“She is utterly contested: Have you 

_ any favorable news, sir?’ 

- _ **None as yet, ’’ the officer was forced 
to admit. ‘‘But——”’ 

Yes, I undetstand,”’ said the girl, 
. 8 a deferential glance at the detec- 
tive. “Of course we have heard of Mr. 
Sack 


ap 


E Who. wishes to: have a. few minutes ; 


“She is not ,here,’’ said Miss Warren. 
*“Not here?” 


‘“*No. Poor Mary! she has been nearly 
frantic. It was not until an hour ago that 
I could make her understand that we con- 
sidered this matter a misfortune she could 
not have anticipated. “I sent her for a 
friend whose couusel I felt we needed.’’ 

Nick expressed a mute inquiry through 
a look. 

**T mean Mr. Edwin Lewis,’’ continued 
the young lady, flushing slightly. 

“*Oh! she has gone to his office ?’’ in- 
terrogated the Chief. 

“Or to his home—whetever he may 
be. ” 

“Then she will return soon ??’ 

““T expect her every momient. 
he seated, gentlemen.”’ 

Nick had scanned the girl closely, but 
had failed to detect anything but geniine 
candor in all that she said—gentle re- 
liance on the lover she was so soon to 
wed, entire confidence in the unfortunate 
serving maid, 

They heard her moving about in an ad- 
joining apartinent, whence utterances in- 
coherent and vivid by turns betrayed tlie 
presence and condition of the suffering 
mother. 

Nick glanced repeatedly at his watch, 
as half an hour passed and the tedious 
wait carried tliem close to six o’clock. 

“That girl has been gone nearly two 
hours,’’ he observed at length. 

‘*And time is valuable,’ remarked the’ 
Chief. ‘‘Ah, Miss Warren! a word, if 
you please.’’ 

The young lady had re-entered the 
room on sone trivial mission; she ap- 
proached the speaker inquiringly. ; 

“If you will give us Mr, Lewis’ /ad- 
dress, we may hasten things by overtak- 
ing or intereepting your maid,’? he ex- 
plained, 


The ‘girl, opened her lips to speak. — 
swift Leable wie ae ‘the 


Please 


Chief's grave face caused her to start vio- 
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Sa he conimented — ‘‘door 
open.’ 


lently. 

She gave a little gasp. 

‘Surely !’’ she exclaimed, ‘‘you do not 
suppose that Mary Bronson——”’ 

‘““My dear young lady,’’ interrupted 
Nick, gently, ‘‘we simply wish to econo- 
mize time.’’ 4 

Miss Warren penciled two addresses on 

_a card aud tendered the same; her visitors 
withdrew. 

In the street below they engaged the 
first cab. 

Mr. Edwin Lewis was not at his office; 

they found its door closed and locked, and 
‘the janitor informed them that its usual 
occupant had left as early as three o’clock. 

They next.drove to the home address 
furnished by Miss Lucille Warren. 

It was-a two-story brick dwelling ona 
plilticl reputable street. 


ae 


= -- Its lower part was unoccupied; the 
street door ees | to. the staircase was 
Be oan woh teesaeaaaguagae a 


7 aE Mere seems to al no oue up fetes’ A 

~ observed the Chief. 

_ It was getting on towards dusk now, 
~~ and no light was visible in the suite of 
2 rooms presumably tenanted by the young 

‘broker. 

~ Nick led the way up the stairs. Arrived 

“Sac e top aps) he aoe a Bred and tapped 

atte 


he pas 
ber 


aac carne the knob. Somewhat to 
surprise; the Baetaciy. yielded to. 
7 essure, 24 4; 

He stepped i iio. the room, ie the dim 
ty Epis — seth ae matiee 9 all down, 


cs ee or (6, while the Chief 
a a es ae eRe on aa 


‘‘We must have a further look, ” said 
Nick, in his masterly way. 

He struck a match. 

‘*Ah!? uttered the Chief, sharply. 

Nick took a bare glance, aud carried 
the flickering splinter over towards the 
gas jet. 

“Now, then!’ breathed the Chief, ex- 
pectantly. 

In the bright glare suddenly furnished, 
that showed which caused the Chief to 
prick up his ears in a ferret-way. 

‘*Suspicious!’’ he exclaimed. 

**Peculiar,’? observed Nick Carter, 
more quietly. 

He held his companion stationary by 
pressing him slightly back with his hand. 

Nick glanced keenly all about the 
apartment. 

Then; assured that an advatce would 
not disturb anything from its present 
condition, he went over to a desk, toa 
fireplace, to a rear door, in turn. — 


Indications were both suspicious aud = 


peculiar, indeed! 

The desk showed signs of Eyeing been 
hastily rifled. ¥ 

The waste basket at its side was half- 
filled with minute fragments of paper. 

In the grate was a litter of burned pa- 
per. 

The rear door was open—had been left 
opeu—as though some one had aban- 
doned. the place in a hurry. 

The litter in the grate, a black moun- 
tain of burned paper filaments, bulged up 
as though a log of wood lay half-con- 


summed beneath. 


-Near the grate was a handkerchiet—a 


| lady’ s handkerchief. 


‘The eyes of the Chief of Police were, 
snapping with excitement, - 


ss He uttered_ occasional eee: he ae ¥ 
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His ideas finally found utterance in one 
sentiment of profound conviction: 

‘There was no robbery at the bank!” 

“Ah! you think sv?’’ interrogated 
Nick, proceeding to the rear door and ex- 
amining its lock. 


‘‘Why, of course! Mary Bronson got 
that fifty thousand dollars. There was no 
sham clerk—aund she had an accomplice.”’ 

“Meaning ?”’ 

“Tt must have been Miss Warren’s 
lover, Edwin Lewis, the young broker.”’ 

**Well—what then ?’’ 

“Perhaps he was at and near the car- 
riage at the bank, and of course he knew 
about the intended transfer of those se- 
curities, Mary Bronson simply slipped 


the satchel to him, made her play, and 
”) 


— / 


‘Came here.”’ 

“As we know. That handkerchief— 
see, Mr. Carter!’’ continued the Chief, 
snatching up the piece of caimbric and 
discovering tlre initial letter in its corner: 
‘M.’ This handkerchief belonged to the 
serving-maid.”’ 

**You are right. What then?” 

“The broker was in love with her; she 
is an amazingly pretty girl. ‘hey de- 
cided to leave the country.’’ 

‘With the fifty thousand dollars?’’ 

_ “OF course not without it. He made 
hurried preparations. Observe—he has 
emptied his desk. He tore up his private 
papers. He burned up other documents, 
“and—— Al! it is extremely simple, but 

—that settles it finally!’ 
_ The Chief threw out his hands as 
though the affair was not worth further 

- question or discussion. 


For Nick had seized a poker and salts 


applied it in the fireplace, 


The mountain heap of airy cinders col- 


lapsed, and as they did so, underneath, 
“half burned, was eae a small leather 
aie 
2 op OM, see?" eried the Chet. 


“T see a satchel, 
detective. 

The Chief dragged it out. He eagerly 
scanned its surface. : 

He burst it open and looked inside; it 
was eipty. 


yes,’’ nodded thie 


‘According to description,’’ he pro- 
ceeded, ‘‘this is Mrs. Lovett Warren’s 
bank satchel. Mr. Carter, this is a lucky 
visit; we have found out everything.’’ 

““It seems to me,’’ suggested Nick, 
**that we have simply found a satcliel.”’ 

‘‘But the satchel! To me the robbery 
is as clear as crystal! They have fled the 
country—those two. Why, if the last 
proof were lacking,’’ excitedly added the 
Chief, ‘‘beliold it here!’’ 


He darted toward a sofa, on which, 
outspread, lay some route tables of South- 
ern, Mexican, and Sonth American rail- 
road and steamship lines. 

Nick looked them over; he burrowed 
in the waste basket, and then le scooped 
up a handful of the cinder litter in the 
grate, applying to it his magnifying 
glass. He straightened up seriously. 

‘“Wrong,’’ he observed. 

‘*Who4s wrong ?’’ demanded the Chief, 
aggressively. 

“Vou,.”? 

“My discovery——’’ 

‘“Theory.”? ? 
‘Vou say it is wrong ?’’ 

“*Ves. I declare it pesitivedy = 
“Why?” 
‘*Your inferences are natural,’ replied 
Nick, ‘‘but you have not taken the trou- 
ble to look beneath the sickest " 

**Have you??? 

**I think so.’’ 

The Chief was dumfounded. He fan- 
cied the famous detective was off the 
track for once in his life, but he did not 
say so outright. 

' “Tf this is not a clear case of fraud, 
elopement——’’ he began. 
_ “It is neither,’’ declared Nick, 


~ 


“This 


4 
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is purely and simply, Chief, a set-up 
affair, and not even a clever one.’?’ 

**} wish you would explain,’’ remarked 
the amazed Chief. 

‘*Those private papers in the waste 
basket——’’ 

*°Ves?”? 

‘‘Took over a few of the fragments; 


they are ordinary business memoranda, 


six months old, and in no respect secret 
or iliportant.”’ 

“Ts that so??? 

“Tt isso. Those ‘documents’ in the 
grate——”’ 

“*Well?” 

‘*Newspapers—solely.’? 

‘*The time-tables ?”’ 

Nick shrugged his shoulders. 

‘And the satchel—the open rear door 
—the hurried flight?” 

Nick passed to that door. He called 
the attention of his companion to its 
doghes Se 

“Tf you will notice,’’ he remarked, 
“this door was forced, not unlocked.”’ 

“By whom?” 

“The thief—the real thief.’’ 

“(Not Mary Bronson??? 

Nick shook his head. 
- “Nor the voung broker?” 

“Nor Mr. Edwin Lewis. The girl told 
the truth. There was a thief at the bank. 
Fearing her later identification, he 


~ watched his opportunity to get her out as 
the way, and found it.’’ 


“*Here??? 
_“Where else? He sought, further, to 


create a motive for her guilt, and he has 


made it appear that Mr. Edwin Lewis in- 


cited her to the theft and aie fled the 


: country with her.’’ 


—the apisine, away of pee two peo- 


“Then, added to the theft, is eabstivetaan 


' 


dissatisfied. His pet theory liad been tum- 
bled like a house of cards. : 
“Tt must be an extraordinary criminal 

” he began. 

‘It isan extraordinary criminal,’’ as- 
sured Nick, ‘‘and under it all, Iam be- 
ginning to suspect‘ there lies an equally 
remarkable plot.’’ 

‘You mean affecting the Warrens?”’ 

Nick did not reply. He left the room 
by the rear door for a few moments, came 
back, and- began drawing on his gloves. 

‘You are going to leave here??? asked 
the Chief, in a dazed way. : 

‘*Yes, there is no time to lose,’’ an- 
swered Nick, briskly. . 

** You wmean ??? 

“‘T intend to get on the track of the 
thief, and his new victims. You are in- 
clined to push things alung to that con- 
clusion ?”’ 

‘*Of course.’? 

“May Iask you, Bien: to summon an 
officer to take charge here to-night, with- 
out disturbing things??? 
~ “Certainly.” 

‘“Then, if you will wrap up that half- 
burned satchel, I would like you to take 
the cab below, and go to the Continental 
Hotel——”’ 

“ST see—you wish Mrs. Warren to iden- 
tify it?’ ; 

**Ves— to settle that point. I also desire 
you to get photograplis of this Mary Bron- 
son and the young broker.”’ 

“Aud yourself?” the Chief inquired. 

‘Twill join you at headquarters before 
nine o’clock.” — 

‘‘You ate going——”’ 

‘*First,’’ answered Nick, “‘to the bank.°” 

‘“To the Commonwealth National 
Bank?’ * 

‘‘Where the crime occurred. A 

“why! what do-you hope——”’ 
‘Everything,’ answered Nick, definite- 
‘There was the starting Ba of this 


ly. 
affair.’’ 
ee is true, but——" 


= moe 
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‘*As such it must give some hint, some 
clew, tothe mau who stole those fifty 
thousand dollars!” 


— — — 


CHAPTER III. 
THE MAN FROM DENVER. 


Seven hours had now elapsed since the 
theft of the satchel at the bank. 

Nick Carter went straight to the spot 
where the crime had been committed. 

It was late, dark, the trail was cold; 
there iad been ample time for the crim- 
inal to cover his tracks, but Nick never 
despaired of alighting upon some clew. 

The detective made a geueral inspec- 
tion of the bank building proper. 

From the Chief’s description he was 
able to locate the passageway from which 
the thief had operated. 

The building was open, though unten- 
anted at present, but, a light burned at 
each staircase landing for the convenience 
of possible late office occupants. 

Nick visited each floor in the building, 
reading the names on the glass panels of 
the various doors. 

"Vt looks straight from’ dome to base- 
nient,’’ he soliloquized, returning to the 
ground floor. 

He now inspected the passageway 
which led clear through the building to 
the rear. 

The clever thief had chosen a fit spot 
for his operations. 

The dark and shadowy passageway had 


afforded him a safe and convenient dress- . 


ing-room. 

Then, having secured the satchel, all 
he had to do was to traverse it to the 
tear, cross a court, and take his choice 
of any one of half a dozen routes to any 
one of three different street frontages. 

Where a door seeined to cover a stair- 


cS : ae 5g ee to the cellar of the place 
c= eee. Sigs ae in the paemest: 


this spot the thief must have chosen to 
nake his ‘lightning changes.’’ 

While he was looking this area over, 
the detective stepped nearer to the ex- 
treme side of the passageway. 


There was a window here, but it came 
so ciosely upto the adjoining building 
that only a little light could have pene- 
trated in the day-time. 

It was used rather for ventilating pur- 
poses, and inside of it a half circular iron 
tailing ran. 


This protected a perfectly clear and un- 
grated opening leading into the cellar 
space below. 

It looked as though at present the jani- 
tor of the building used this aperture to 
sweep his dust and rubbish out of sight. 

Nick—who noticed everything—as he 
arrived at this discoverv, discerned a 
cloth object which had been canght ona 
nail in the wall just at the floor edge. 

**A cap,’’ he observed, scanning closer. 

He leaned over-the railing and secured 
it, and turned it over in his hand. 

It was an expensive, an almost new, 
tourist cap. 


No person would be likely to sweep or 


throw it into the rubbish heap, and Nick 


wondered how it had got there. 

He took out his dark lantern, lit it 
and shot the rays down into the half-cir- 
cular open space. 

Nick's investigating tendencies were 
both aroused and rewarded by what he 
saw next. 

The nail head from which he had taken 
the cap and where it had caught lightly 
bore a distinct splotch of blood mixed 
with several strands of human hair. 

‘“The conclusion is irresistible,’? theo- 
rized the detective at once—‘‘some one 
has fallen or has been thrust through 
that space. His head grazed that nail— 
he left his cap behind.”’ $ 
The event must have happened recent- 
ly—certainly since the janitor had dis- 
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posed of his sweepings early that morn- 
ing. 

Nick loosened a fragment of plaster 
froma broken spot in the wall, poised 
it, dropped it, counted the seconds, 

**A cement floor ten feet down,’’ he 
calculated. 

The detective glanced up and down the 
passageway. Nobody, it seemed, was 
likely to pry or interfere. 

He lifted himself over the iron railing 
‘and dropped down at arm’s length; then, 
releasing his hold, he landed lightly on a 
hard surface floor, as he had calculated. 

Nick now flashed his dark lantern once 
nore. ; 

“Ah! murmured the detective, rous. 
ing up to profound interest and specula- 


-*tion. 


In various parts of tle cellar were heaps 
of sweepings. 
‘There were broken boxes and wrecks 


~ of abandoned office furniture. 


A little away from the proximity of the 
aperture was a battered double desk. 
Fairly under it was a heap huddled up, 
and distinctly human. 
“The head, face and hands were partly 
_ burrowed in a mass of old newspapers and 


~ shavings. 


~The feet were visible entire. 
Nick approached. 
He could trace a moist, splotched spot 


- where this man must have landed in fall- 


ing. 
From here to the desk was a clear 
_ broad space where he must have slid. — 
His head had struck the desk, doubling 


him up, but he .must have been going 
~~ with a force and rapidity that carried him 
= a few feet farther under it. - 


~ Nick touched the extended soles of the 
presumably insensible man. 
‘There was a quiver; he repeated the 
operation more vigorously. 

Zee Foes 2c0eh es eas 


Nick stood back, for he had succeeded 
in rousing up the sleeping or unconscious 
stranger. 

Whiether or not the fellow hadany con- 
nection with the crime of the day, the de- 
tective was resolved to investigate him 
fully. 

The man gathered strength and wake- 
fulness as he backed out of his singular 
burrow. 


He arose to a sitting posture at last, 
blinking and shrinking as the dazzling 
focus of the dark lantern struck his face. 

Then he came to his feet with a readi- 
ness that was athletic. 

Around to his diip pocket his hand 
swung, quick as lightning. 

‘*Stand back !’’ he shouted, hoarsely. 

A weapon—new, bright and ugly-look- 
ing—stole into view. 

**Put that up!’’ ordered Nick, sharply. 

**T don’t know about that!”’ 

**Who are you?”’ 

“J—— That’s who I am.’ 

With his left hand the man suddenly 
threw back a vest lappel. 

Upon it gleamed a neat seven-pointed 
star. 

Even at the distance of six feet, Nick’s 
keen eyes made out the black, indented 
tracery of a word. It was: 

‘*Detective.’’ 

*‘Oh!” he observed—‘‘I see.”” 

**You see, then, that I am not a man 
to be trifled with!’ 

“Do you do that often, my friend?” 
asked Nick, a little satirically. 

“Do what?”? 


‘Advertise your profession ?’’ 
The man was a trifle humbled and em- 
barrassed at the incisive poaery in Nick’s 


tones. 


“I—I’ve had a tumble, ‘I’m mixed 
up,’’ he muttered, feeling his head. 
Then he braced up considerably and 


sp Eos ona certain dignity. | 


30 pi Sg eri sabe: continue, x. es 
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* 
‘‘where Iam. I wished you to know that 
T have a right here.’’ 

**Oh, certainly.”’ 

‘*That Iam here in the pursuance of 
duty.’’ 

‘‘Some especial duty, is 
Nick in an interested tone. 

“Slightly !? : 

“Might I ask——”? 

The man interrupted with a penetrat- 
ing look. 

It died down to a certain perplexed ex- 
pression of the eyes as if he were wool- 
gathering in quest of some confused con- 
nection in regard to the duty in question. 

“Tam Daniel Dorval, of Denver,’’ he 
declared. 

Nick bowed courteously. 

“*A detective, I think you said?” 

‘*Ves’’—stiffly. ‘‘I suppose you are the 
janitor?’ 

“Oh, no!’ 

**What, then ?’’ 

**Well,’’ said Nick, 


it?’’ inquired 


“Tam somewhat 


_ In your own line.” 


““How! the police ?’’ 

“Phat is it.” 

The Denver man pantomimically asked 
Nick to show his credentials. 

*T read your thought,’? announced 
Nick, with a smile. ‘Only, my friend, I 
do not find it politic, or always safe, to 

wear a tag. Still, I assure you that I just 
came from the presence of the Philadel- 
phia Chief of Police.” 

“Why! if that is so, von can SRS SS 
me.”’ ; 

“Do you need an introduction?” 

“*T fear I do, for I have lost my man.”’ 

‘*You had found one, had you?”’ 

_‘*T was shadowing one.”’ 

‘*Where from ?”’ 

“Clear from Denver.’’ 

_ “And you missed him here?” 

'€ Ves, ” 

“In Philadelphia?” 


= = “Right i in Pees : S 


The Denver man glanced about him to 
make sure of his bearings. 

‘“This isa bank building on Chestnut 
street, is it not?’’ he inquired. 

Nick nodded assentingly. 

“Then I lost him right in this build- 
ing.” 

“When ??? 

‘‘What time is it now?’ 

“Nearly eight o’clock in the evening.’’ 

The Denver man gave a start. 

“Why? he exclaimed, ‘‘then I have 
been lying here—idle, useless—nearly 
eight hours?’’ 

Nick experienced a growing interest in 
this man. 

**Kight hours, eh??? he repeated. 

66 Ves.?? 

‘Then you took up your quarters here 
about noon, I should assume?’’ 

**You assume right.’ 

“That was the hour when you lost 
your man ?’’ 

‘*When I lost him.”’ 

‘*And how did you come to lose him ?”’ 

““T was watching him. He had scarcely 
been out of my sight for three days.”’ 

‘*He came from Denver ?’’ 

‘*He did.”’ . 

‘‘And yeu were slladowing him?’ 

“That’s it. He came to this building 
to-day; I didn’t know whiy —I don’t now 
—but I saw that he was up to something 
that looked as if he would linger about 
here for a spell.’’ 

‘*How was that?’ 

“‘Oh! he flitted to the street and back, 
and he had a bundle that he placed on 
the window sill.” 

‘‘On the next floor ?”’ 

‘Ves, . During one of his visits to tlie 
street end of the passageway I slipped 
down that hole yonder. By bracing on a 
protruding brick in the wall I could 
steady myself, peer up through the rail- 
ing, and watch his every move.’’ 

““A good idea.”’ 

“T saw some ste ate maneuvers on the 
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part of the fellow. He came, he went— 
he flitted out, he flitted in. At last he re- 
appeared from the street with a satchel. 
Nick’s face brightened up; he had 
struck an exceedingly promising trail! 
‘Hold! he said—‘‘what kind of a 
satchel ?”’ i 


—- -—— 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE OAK BOX. 


The man from Denver described ; Nick 
let him talk without interruption for a 
full two minutes. 3 

The detective had found a witness in 
the robbery case. 

This man had seen the thief who had 
so cleverly duped Mrs. Lovett Warrten’s 
serving maid. : 

More than that, he kuew all about him. 
Nick did not prolong the present inter- 
view. 

He ascended the open. “flight of steps 
leading up from the cellar, applied to the 
Jock a convenient attachment of his 
unique pocket knife, aud briefly said: 
~~. of"Follow me.” 
= : Te was with a stiff Clumsiness that i 
companion made the ascent. 
= ‘Where?’ he asked, gaining the. pass- 
be. a _ ageway, wincing with slight twinges of 


—e a 


You wish to see the Chief of Police?’ 
x ‘said Nick. 

- “Yes—I think I had better, He may 
BS be able to help me out.” e 

ei ‘“Very well—I will take you to him.” 

“Now ?? questioned the Denver man, 
ze a a a ~~ his disordered attire. 


Seat Sto eroatty 
Chi ad not yet yetareed, but © 
d alacrity, 


-that satchel. 


showed Nick and his companion into the 
Chief’s private consultation room. 

‘“We may have to wait for a while,’’ 
suggested Nick. ‘‘Suppose we talk over 
things till the Chief arrives?’ 

The man from Denver seemed a little 
reluctant, 

**T7ll tell you, plainly,’’ he blurted out, 
“‘T don’t understand your finding me, and 
your eee questions about the man I was 
after.’ 

“Oh, that is easily made clear,’’ as- 
sured Niek. ‘*Your man has been turn- 
ing a clever trick at the Commonwealth 
National Bank, and we are after him as 
well as you.’’ 

“Ts it true?’’ 
startled. 

es Re got away with fifty thousand 
dollars.’ 

‘*Rifty thousand dollars!’’ 

‘‘In money and bonds. They were in 
You saw him fit himself up 
in office trim—I will ag how it hap- 
pened,”’ 

Nick did so, confining himself strictly 
to the bank end of the transaction. 

By the time he had concluded the Den- 
ver man’s eyes had opened very wide. 

‘That makes a complication,’’ he ob- 
served. 

‘In what way ?’’ questioned Nick. 

**T want him ?”’ 

‘Veo. ?% ' 

‘*And, of course, you want him.’’ 


‘¢Well?” 


“Tf you get him, you stop his pane 

‘*Should it not be checked ?”’ 

‘“‘Why, I'll tell you,’’ said the Denver 
‘man, slowly—‘‘it would mprronsty inter- 
fere in my plans,’ é 

~““Oh! I think we can adjust all that. 


exclaimed the othier, 


a 


You will certainly admit, my friend, that 
a theft of this magnitude is no trivial or 


every-day matter ?’’ 

_ “T don’t know that!” 
‘*Your case against this an is more 

important?” ser hy 


**T think so; you shall judge: I want 
him on a deal of five liundred thousand.”’ 

“Ah!” exclaimed Nick. 

‘“*Yes—I am trying, through him, to 
find Wordell and McEnery, the two men 
who salted, floated and wrecked the Big 
Ravine Mining Company, of Silverton, 
Colorado.”’ 

Nick had incidentally heard of that 
famous fiasco. 

“He was a familiar with those two 
choice spirits, was lhe—this man of 
yours ?’’ inquired Nick. 

‘“He was a partner—a silent one.’? 

‘But you cannot directly connect him ?”’ 

**No. I want to find the two principals. 
I have been shadowing this man for 
weeks. When he started East, I started 
after him. I am hopeful that he is headed 
for the people I expect to finally reach.” 

‘*} see.’ 

“This Devereanx——” 

“‘Who?’’ interrogated Nick, sharply. 

‘“That is his name—Captain Montague 
Devereaux.’? 

Nick Carter was evidently moved; in- 
stantly he consulted a tiny memorandum 
book wltich he took from his vest pocket. 

It was a reliable and inestimable treas- 
ure of compactness and utility. 

“There is only one Captain Montague 
Devereux that I ever heard of,’’ he re- 
marked. 

“T do not think there. is more than 
one,’’ said the Denver man. 

- “Devereaux, who got ten years fora 
daring forgery in England.”’ 

“That is the man!” 


= ‘‘Who recently ended a smaller sen-_ 


_ tence in Oregon for raising something 
Jess than a million on quick-silver stock. iS 
‘That is my Devereatx!”? 
“Bree?” mae, 
“Why not? You are well informed; I 
> habe his picture. There it is.” 
The Denver. man pasties a pevicn: 


* “Well, at ChE! he = a slick — ‘ 
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glance—‘“‘I have his picture at home. 
So this is our man?’’ he added, musing- 
ly. ‘*Thanks.’’ 

‘Vou did not know ?”’ 

**Not in the slightest. You 
us a vast favor, Mr. Dorval.’’ 

**In spoiling my own plaus!’’ 

“J will assure you that they shall not 
be ‘spoiled.’ ”’ : 

“Will the Chief assure it??? asked Dor- 
val, 

“Will you not take iy word?’ 
quired Nick. 

‘Vou see, I don’t know you?’’ 

There was a pencil pad at Nick’s el- 
bow. He wrote two words and turned the 
sheet toward his companion. 

“What!” ejaculated the man 
Denver, as if he were thrilled. 

‘¢Will you trust me?” 

“Nick Carter!’ 

&¢'Vas.?? 

*‘You are Nick Carter?” 

“‘None other.”’ 

‘And I’ve been Say! cross me out 
and let me begin all over again!” | 

‘Oh! that is not necessary. This has 
been a fortunate meeting for me, Mr, 
Dorval, and I hope we shall become bet- 
ter acquainted. ’” 

The Defiver man was evidently one of 
that large and growing number that had 
heard of Nick Carter. 

He was ready to confine himself in- 
definitely to apology and humility, but 
Nick checked all that. 

‘*Perhaps,’’ suggested Nick, ‘‘Phila- 
delphia was your man’s final terminus.”’ 

**No,’’ asserted Dorval, positively. 

**Where, then ?’’ 

‘*He was headed for New York.”’ 

“You had an _ Opportunity to learn 

that??? 

“Ainple. His original ticket was ies 
that point— Philadelphia was an after- 
thought, a necessity.”? 

_ “Why do you say a necessity ?”” 


‘ 
have done 


j1i- 


from 
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crowd of gamblers in the smoking sec- 
~ tion.” ; 
~“T see—they cleaned him out.”’ 
‘Pretty nearly, although they were 
close friends by the time they reached 
here. They wanted him to stop ever, and 
he consented.’’ 
_ **When was this?’ 
**Day before yesterday.”’ 
‘‘Have you watclied him pretty closely 
since then ?’’ 
“I missed him just one spell.’’ 
“*When ?”’ 
“Last evening. He slipped me and 
_ went out in the country.’’ 
- You don’t kuow how far?” 
~ _*F don’t, but it took ba iss than four 
ag DOUTs.**,. i Peg 
: Nick ede a eet note. 
«> The mail “had probably gone to Byrn 
>>> Manor. ; 
If this were true, he must have ews viri 
s ‘the Warrens in the past, or something 
e about them and their circumstances. 
Bowe Slowly ‘but steadily the seemingly deft 
e eta of a practical bank sneak, forger 
i ag tems alt-aionnd crook appeared to assume 


ic plot. 
ano Pay think, 


therefore,” theorized Dor- 


To 
he taking of a big trick like that is 
an the average sneak thief 
fa grocery at Nea 
ess hie is very clever.” 
ontarin gt Still, figure it out as 
, Ido not think he pore orig- 
yo Sco this haul. 
Nev | York ?”? 
t legraphed ther» several 


ae found. nothing, abeeiar’ curiosity 
; incited 3 me. I got at that box.’’ “9 sae 


~ ing) for cue: 


““His box?” 

“Yes, a long, queer affair, that he had 
marked ‘Curios.’ ”’ 

Nick’s interest manifestly increased. 

“At Chicago he stopped for a day. 
From tle way he inquired around, | be- 
lieve -he half expected to meet at that 
point the person or persons he was com- 
ing East to find.” 

**Whiy do you think so?” 

“‘He consulted the register’ of several 
hotels. ’? 


“And, meantime, this queer luggage 


- of his?”? 


‘*He had it transferred to his room at 
the hotel. It was an oak box, covered 
with coarse, strong glazed canvas. 
‘Was it reshipped from Chicago?” 
“Tewas.?? 
How?” 
‘*By express.’ 
‘*To what address?” 
“T don’t know. You see,’ confessed 
Dorval, in an embarrassed. way, ‘‘I con- 
fined my attentions to the man pretty éx- 
clusively. I was afraid of losing him. It 
was no mean task chasing a fellow of his 
cleverness halt way across the conti- 
nent.’’ 
“No, indeed, as: admitted Nick, 
“Now, about that box. I want to tell 
you something that may make up for the — 
blunders you have made me see.’’ 2 
“Ali!” nodded Nick, eucouragingly, | ; 
ot got into his room in Chicago.”? 
“At his hotel?” e 
“Yes. I looked over his luggage, hop- ; 
ing to discover some clew to his inten- > 
tions, some private correspondence. ae 
s “You failed?” 


sew pac ie 


~ Nick foresaw that something was com S 
“fre : 


with some pride—‘‘see ?”” 
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cover, stripped it down a foot or two, and 


‘pried up the nailed down top.” 


‘*What did you find ?’’ 
‘*A burial casket.”’ 


—_— — 


CHAPTER V. 
‘*MISSING.’? 
Nick Carter was profoundly interested 


- in the extraordinary statement of the 


man from Denver. 
‘“The oak box contained a casket?’’ he 


ech oed, 


6tVes,?? 

**And inside of that ?’’ 

**¥ do not know.’”’ 

‘Vou feared to venture further?” 

“I was considerably shocked, and I 
feared Devereaux’s return and my dis- 
covery. I replaced box cover and canvas. 
There, you have my. story.’’ 

It had been a strange and enlightening 
one to the veteran detective. 

Nick did not reveal.the thoughts sug- 
gested by the sanie, any more than did 
he tell of the complication in affairs at 


the young broker’s apartimeuts. 


“You have been on this man’s trail for 
quite a time, Mr. Dorval ?’’ he remarked. 

ae Yes. Ae 4 

“In disguise.’" 

“In a variety of disguises—the one I 
wear at present I adopted at Chicago." 

“Tt was a very complete one, and Nick 


- wondered what that made- -up face would 


look ie divested of its ‘artificial trim- 


_ mings.’ 


“Even my indktaeg?? explained Dorval, 


He opened his mouth. Nick observed 


that he had some kind of a contrivance — 
set at both sides and running under the 


tongue, ae cut Iris tones” into a kind of 


a lisp. pit 


Mary: ees 22. EROS Nick. 


"The detective tet tea at his. dish. 
. ee had med by 


‘ai, Dorval,” he said, noting an in- 
creasink weariness on the part of the Den- 
ver man, ‘‘as the Chief has not returned, 
it is possible that he may be detained 
longer than he anticipated. I was about 
to make a suggestion.’’ 

§€ Veg??? 

“‘Suppose you seek rest—you need it 
badly—slight medical attention as well. 
Let me see you safely to some hotel.’’ 

‘Very well—the nearest. I can see the 
Chief im the morning.’’ 

“T wil) make an appointment for ten 
o’clock.”’ 

‘And will you be here yourself??? 

“Ves,” 

Nick conducted his companion to a ho- 
tel less than’two squares distant. 

_ He saw him comfortably disposed as 
oe night, and returned to Poliee Head- 
quarters. 

There he found the Chief bad just ar- 
rived. 

The Chief handed him two phioto- 
graphs. 

“eT he besten, Mr. Edwin Lewis’? ob- 
served Nick, inspecting one. 

Sevae.*? 

*“And the serving-maid, Mary Bronson 
—a vood-looking girl.”’ ; 

“Ts she not? Mr. Carter, I had not the 
heart to startle Miss Warren with what 
we had apparently discovered.’? 

‘‘Apparently only,’’ said the detective. 

StAl Br 

‘“My view of the matter has received 
entire confirmation.’’ 

The Chief expressed lhis wonder. 

Nick related the developmeuts of the 
past two hours. 

The Chief listened with the attention 
and reverence he would bestow on some 
wonderful magician. 


‘This is remarkable !”” he declared. 
_‘‘No—quite natural,’’ corrected Nick. 
“I simply stumbled over the man. I 


think we jas, the pales uow in pres Ste 
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“*VYes—there was a distinct purpose in 
all this Devereaux did. Perhaps the War- 
rens night have known him——’’ 

‘In the past? I will look upthat phase 
of the matter to-morrow. The satchel is 
the one from the bank?’’ inquired Nick, 
glancing at a package the Chief had 
placed on his desk. 

**Ves, Miss Warren identified it.”’ 

‘‘Very well. Have you some telegraph 
blanks?” 

The Chief passed a pad over to his com- 
panion. 

For ten or fifteen minutes Nick was 
busy filling out several of these. 

One was directed to home headquar- 
ters. It was to Chick, in New York City. 
Nick instructed his ever-reliable assistant 
to visit the receiving offices of the vari- 
ous express companies, and explained 
why. 

Nick was interested in that oak box 
containing so singular a ‘‘curio’’ asa 
burial casket, and was determined to 
have a look at it himself. 

The other telegrams comprised instruc- 
tions to select men in the New York se- 
cret service to watch certain railroads 
centering there. : 

A description of the notorious Captain 
Montague Devereaux accompanied these. 

This same description Nick now hand- 
ed to the Chief at his side. 

This was soon being wired to the vari- 
ous city sub-stations. 

Nick’s work for the night was not yet 
done. Informing the Chief of the appoint- 
ment for ten o clock the next morning, 
Nick left headquarters. 

He had put in some hard work since 
his first arrival there, but his labors for 
the night were not yet concluded. 


Nick proceeded first to the place where. 
Devereuax had put up with the gambling 


erowd Ber Chicago. 

. All hands. had disappeared; the quest 
Sa. i this SO oA ge: fruitless. 
re ene : 


¥ 


He next proceeded to the Continental 
Hotel. 

He found Miss Warren less concerned 
about her mother, for the latter was now 
sleeping quietly. : 

Her anxiety for her absent maid. and 
lover was intense, however. 

Nick knew how to handle people aptly ; 
that was his world-wide reputation. 

To apprize this delicate, confiding 
young girl of the true state of affairs was 
a far different task. 

But Nick’s fatherly way, his diplo- 
matically gradual revelations, made it 
possible to unfold what he had to divulge 
without causing the beautiful Miss War- 
ren a shock. 

At last she knew all. Her loyal nature 
rose above the anxieties of the occasion. 

Still, her confidence in the celebrated 
detective, the man of great deeds and 
great heart, was her sole stay amid prac- 
tical beggary and the loss of the man she 
had expected to wed that same week. 

‘*We will go back to Byrn Manor,’? 
she said; ‘‘and—oh, Mr. Carter! the first 
discovery——”’ 

“Of the whereabouts of Mr. Edwin 
Lewis shall be communicated to you— 
even before the police authorities are in- 
formed,’’ promised Nick. 

The detective made some inquiries as 
to the possibility of this Devereaux hav- 
ing been a friend or an acquaintance of 
the family in years past. ‘ 

The inquiries were fruitless—name and 
description bore no suggestiveness to thie 
troubled daughter of an aristocratic house. 

At ten o’clock next morning the Phila- 
delphia Chief of Police sat at his desk. 

He had Nick Carter’s appointment in 
mind, and he drummed with his finger 
tips impatiently as the hour hand closely 
covered the X. 

To the tap of the great city bell the 
New York detective enews the pace 
presence. 


‘‘Three telegrams, ”’ declared the Chief. 
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‘“Kor me?’ asked Nick. 

“se Yes. +) 

‘he Chief glanced eagerly, hungrily, 
at the sealed messages. 

Nick’s sensational proceedure, the ele- 
met of mystery and uncertainty in the 
Warren case, had aroused his curiosity. 

Nick did not at oncé open. the tele- 
granis. 

Poisiug them in his hand, he said: 

‘‘Before I open these, I wish to tell 
you something.”’ 

‘Something new ?’’ 

‘And important, I fear.’’ 

“What do you mean??? 

“Some further handiwork, I fancy, of 
this king of daring criminals and plotters 
—Captain Montague Devereaux.’’ 

“Tell-ine.”’ 

“The man from 
here?’’ 

“Not yet.”’ 

**Nor will le come.”’ = 

“Explain your meaning.” 

“On my way here, half an hour ago, I 
called for him at tlre hotel where I left 
him.”’ 

_ “He had departed ?”’ 

“Involuntarily.”? 

‘Another mystery !”’ ejaculated the 
Chief, arising to his feet in extreme ex- 
citemenit. 

_ *Yes,’’ said Nick, gravely—‘‘from all 
I can judge, this man has been spirited 
away, like those other two.” 

‘*The broker—the serving-maid !’’ 

- “You shall judge for yourself. On ac- 
count of his somewhat shattered condi- 
tion, he asked for a retired room.”? 

- “Which was given to him ?”’ 

“Yes, at the end of the third floor. 
- When Tealled for him he had not made 
a his appearance. I went up to his room. I 
_ knocked. No answer. I looked through 

the keyhole and then over the transom, 


Denver has not been 


ling the hotel sete 
oe pes? ees 


aw enough to warrant me in in- 


wrouglit up to no ordinary suspense and 
auxiety. 

‘““He was gone, Tiere was an unmis- 
takable taint in the air of the room. To 
make a long story short, he had been 
drugged and kidnapped.”’ 

“How?” 

‘fA window opened ona roof. It was 
that of an old, unused building. The win- 
dow came level with the roof, and it had 
been forced from the outside. There was 
an open trap-way, au open rear door on 
the ground floor, and there were thie 
marks of carriage whieels in the soft 
earth of the alley.”’ 

‘*Mr. Carter, this is amazing!’’ 

**Ves,’’ said Nick, coolly, ‘‘we have an 
amazing man to deal with.’ 

‘*He is determined to remove every 
witness—to baffle us at every turn.”’ 

“Oh! his turn will come. Ah! 
have him !’? 

Nick had opened one of thie telesiillit 
and he nodded at its contents with satis- 
faction. 

“They flave got our man!” inquired 
the Chief, eagerly. 

“Ves,” 

“In New York?” 

‘*Arrested on a Pennsylvania Railroad 
ferryboat.”’ : 

“*Good !”’ 

“It seenis——’’ 

‘Well, what is the matter?’ 

Something was the matter—Nick’s 
face betrayed the fact only too plainly. 

He liad opened the second telegram. 

“There is some mistake!” he mrmr- 
mured, 

“How ?”? interrupted the Chief, almost 
painfully. 

_ “Of course both are not Fight: went 
on Nick, musingly. 


they 


“Both of whom?”  ——« r 

“Why, here are three telegrams," ex- 
plained Nick. : 

BE sta Pas - 


“AN resets 


as a tore open the 
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third and hastily scanned its signature— The Philadelphia end of the affair the 
‘tall from secret service men. in New detective left in the hands,of the Chief of 
York City.’ Police. 


sD ah Be ie Oe 


‘*The people to whom you telegraphed 
the description of Devereaux last even- 
ing ?’’ asked the Chief. 

“Ves, three of the nuimber.’’ 


: ‘And they have found out soime- 
thing?” 
5 ‘Tt seemed so.’’ 

“Seemed? What do you mean, Mr. 


Carter ?”’ 

This,’? answered Nick—‘‘those three 

mien wire me that they have arrested Dev- 
_ ereaux.’’ 

**Not all of them!” 

“*Ves,’’? answered Nick Carter—‘‘each 
ian telegraphs that he has the criminal 
in custody. In other “words, these mes- 
sages involve the startling impossibility 
‘that three trusted secret service men ar- 
rested this morning, at three different 
depots, on three separate lines of railroad 
centering at. New York City, three sep- 

arate and distinct Captain wrnyagts Dev- 
_ ereauxs!”” 


_— -_ 


—. _ CHAPTER. VI. 
; AN AMAZING DISCOVERY. 


Nick Carter took the first train to New 
York City. 
Affairs were becoming dense and mys- 
aa “terious, but sia, anaster mind ably grasped 
nt the atetnew of established facts, he 
/ Was: conipelled to proceed on conjecture. 
Nick did not believe that his intition 
would mislead him. There seemed only 
one way to figure out the latest complica- 
tion of the hour. ‘ 
Pas >The: bank thief and arch eiien Dev- 
-ereaux, had cleared the Philadelphia field 


rWste mare pipestes ‘> 
" ’ superior man—I ‘ats ‘meet 


personally BS ” was: N ick 


lee Oenckie ‘those who stood in his way | 


There was not much to do for that 
officer and his men, except to eudeavor to 
secure some trace of the broker, the serv- 
ing-maid and the Denver detective, wlio 
were all at present ‘‘missing.’’ 

Nick was certain that the central acter 
in all this confusion and action, Dever- 
eaux himself, had proceeded to New York 
City. 

He based the assumption on what he 
considered good grounds, and>we shall 
see that his native detective acumen did 


“not delude him. 


The king confidence man had certainly 
employed his gambling contingent to as- 
sist him in his plans. 

It was Nick’s belief that there was 
some ulterior ptirpose in all that Dever- 
eaux had done. 

To conceal his purpose and to prevent 
her being used as a witness against him, 
Devereaux liad connived at the abduction 
of the serving-inaid, Mary Bronson. © 

To further guard himself against dis- 
covery, he had ancluded Mr. Edwin 
Lewis in his plan of kidnapping. 

He must have had numerous and able 
assistants to thus carry into captivity two 
persons in broad daylight. 

His schenie to foist the theft of the 
fifty thousand dollars on Mary Bronson 
might not have miscarried, had not Nick 
Carter come upon the scene. 

The fellow, Nick reasoned furthex: 
must have had expert scouts on duty as 
well as trustworthy assistants, for he 
must have been informed of Nick’s com- 
panionship with the man from Denver. 

They had, therefore, snuffed out thie 
Denver man and they had removed the 
broker and the serving-maid. 


Leaving a clear field behind him, the 


plotter, Nick surmised, had made all 


preparations to change the pean We? : 
Pisa rg nt Tee ses 
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He must know now that his description 
was well known to the pelice. 

The full meaning of the triple arrest, 
of course Nick Carter did not compre- 
hend until he arrived on home soil. 

He went at once to Police Headquar- 
ters. ‘There, stationed in a private apart- 
ment, where he could be undisturhed, he 
sent in turn for the three officers who hiad 
telegraphed him at Philadelphia. 

‘Their stories bore a remarkable resem- 
blance. 

One had caught his man on a Pennsy]- 
vania Railroad ferry boat. 

The second had captured his at the 
Reading line depot. 

‘The third had come upon his prisoner 
as he was landing at the foot of Des- 
brosses street. ~ 

It was assumable that the trio had ar- 
tived by three different railroad lines. 

It began to dawn upon thie officers that 
there was a serious mistake somewhere 
along the line, as the consultation brought 
out the facts of a triple catch. 

Still, there was a plausible presumption 
that among tlie three prisoners one might 
be the person wanted. 


**Bring your men here,’ directed Nick. - 
g ’ 


An hour later that room was the scene 
of a rather peculiar investigation. 

Three men had been produced on 
Nick’s mandate. 

At a glance the detective realized that 
none of the trio was the person wanted. 

A remarkable outcome of the affair was 
the discovery that each of the trio was in 
a measure entirely innocent of wrong-do- 
ing. 

‘One was a laborer, the second a street 
peddler, the third a cheap lodging-house 
habitue, \ 

They had in turn been selected in 
» Philadelphia by three different flashily- 
_ dressed men, members, undoubtedly, of 


the gambling contingent of Captain Dev- 


ereaux. 
Sclicited separately, they had been 
duped by the clever story of a wager. 
They were nothing loth to each receive 
a new suit of clothes, a free ticket to 
New York, and assume a facial disguise 
for the sake of the five dollar bill awarded 
in addition. — 
Nick told the officers of their failure 
to secure the real man wanted, and set 
3 Seer ani ra at cia 


Chick greeted him as he reached home. 
Nick led the way at once to his cozy, se- 
cluded library. 

“You got my telegram, Chick?’ was 
the detective’s first question. 

‘*Last night, yes.”’ 

‘*What have you run down?” 

‘CA trace. 

‘Of the oak box.’’ 

‘*VYes—a box answering its description 
arrived in New York day before yester- 
day.’ 

** Addressed ?”? 

*¢ «Samuel Farr.’ ”’ 

““To be called for ?”’ 

‘“That was it.’’ 

‘And called for——”’ 

‘“Vesterday afternoon.”’ 

**Did the company deliver it?” 

**They did—on request.”’ 

‘““Where?’’ 

“At a vacant building on Houston 
street,’ 

CAh p 

‘The driver of the express wagon was 
hazy, aud gives only a vague description 
of the man who was waiting there to re- 
cceive it.”’ 

“It wént into the building ?’’ 

“*Into-the vacant store, throngli it, and 
was placed on another wagon at the 
rear.’’ 

‘And taken— —”’ 

‘*T am in hopes of ascertaining that,’’ 
declared Chick, ‘before nightfall.’ 

‘*Very good. Of course you wish to 
know the full particulars of this affair, so 
far as developed ?”’ 

**Of course I do.”’ 

Nick gave the necessary details; he 
had an attentive and interested auditor. 

‘*What is your desire }”’ inquired Chick, 
when the detective had concluded. 

“To find this man, Devereaux, of 
course,’’ 

**And your theory?” _ 

‘““That he is in New York.”? 

““You believe he has abandoned. the 
Philadelphia end?” 

“Until he has consummated what he 
oirignally came from Denver to accom- 
plish at this point.”’ 

“The oak box has something to do 
with it?”’ y 

“I think so.’? 

‘‘T expect to find it, although it had a 
it hours’ start of me?”’ ; 


OS, xs WA Pe te 


— _ *Cateh up with it, if you can. This 
; Captain Devereaux is a daring and origi- 
nal character, whose very high-handed 
tecklessness lielps him out. While those 
three men were personating him, he 
slipped by the officers in some new guise.”’ 

“But his idea?” , 

“Why, he calculated that one of the 
three must be apprehended. ‘That would 
temporarily put the police off the trail, 
aud enable him to seek safe cover.’’ 

“Mr, Carter.’ ‘ 

With a deferential tap at the door, 
Nick’s man servant intruded a question- 
ing face. 

““What is it?’’ inquired the detective, 

‘fA gentleman has been here twice to 
see you this morning.’ 

**And is here agail. 2 

Ses, git-c., 

At this moment the caller in question 
brushed unceremoniously by the servant. 

Ah, Mr. Carter!’’ he'exclaimed. 

eLtiy=-Doryal”’ muttered the detec- 
tive. 

‘*Ves,-I’m here.’’ 

**You are welcome, Chick, Mr. Dor- 
val—the gentleman from Denver I told 
- you about.” 

c: ‘In your line, you kuow,’’ smiled the 
~~ intruder, 
a5 Chick extended his hand. In seizing it 
the new-comer turned his back to Nick. 
bec rick-witted Chick read something 
= -enigmatical in the face of his chief. 
: He could not precisely make it out, but 
as =r. understood what a hasty movement of 
ae 


- Nick’s hand meant. 
ns It said plainly: ~ 
 **Leave me alone with this man. 

_ Chick. murmured a welcoine, a 
e at his watch, affected a business appa’ 
= ee d withdrew. 

: ate eleand the door after him, sia 
walked. to a window in the next apart- 
ent looking out on the street. 

Chick kept his ear bent towards the 
‘room where ae had left Nick and his 


om Nick, for that brief mute-signalling, 


‘Expectantly he oui some token. 


Chick felt sure, held some “potent. mean-, 


i NICK CARTER WEEKLY. ‘ 19 


some Strange surprises in my experi- 
euce. 

tg yes, I know—ypart of the busi- 
ness,’’ nodded Chick, tersely. 

“There i is the crowning piece of audac- 
ity. 

‘Where ?’’ 

“In that room.” 

“The uran from Denver—Dorval,. the 
detective ?"’ 

‘‘No, it is not Dorval, the detective.’ 

“But you introduced him by that 
namie, ’’ 

*‘Of necessitv.’’ 

“Thenu——”’ 

“That man,’? declared Nick, lowering 
his tones in a guarded way—“‘that nian 
is Captain Montague Devereaux !”’ 


CHAPTER VII. 
IN CLOSE COMPANY. 


‘Incredible!’ exclaimed Chick. 

For the moment, inured as he was to 
the many astounding surprises of his pro- 
fession, Chick could not entirely contain 
himself. 

Then his glance found steadiness as he 
surveyed the superbly 
the clear, steady eye of the great master 
of detective science before him, 

‘*Vou know that?” he muirmared, teas 
emotionally. 

‘*] know it,’? affirmed Nick. 

“This mau is Devereaux ?’’ 

**Positively.”’ 

‘Does he suspect that ape have recog- 
nized him??? 

“Hardly,” 

‘‘And he hopes to deceive you. 
audacity is beyond belief!” 

Nick smiled inserutably. 

‘“*T told you he was an original charac- 
ter, Chick.’ 

‘‘He must be extreinely bold to face 
you in this way.” 

“There is a page in the criminal record 
about this man, Chick, ” observed the 
detective, ‘‘that may give youa clearer 
insight into his character.” 

“Tn deed >” 5 

“This fellow lived on the Prince of 
Wales, in the role of a Tuscan noble, for 
three weeks.”” s j 
— *Oh! did he?” < 

Bee meee in a Paris ret 


, 


His 


unmoved face, 
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room by its millionaire proprietor, he 
took off his coat and coolly played the 
part of a new employee until he had 
stowed away in his various pockets some- 
thing like sixty thousand francs in securi- 
ties.”? 

“*But that was only a prince aud a mil- 
lionaire.”’ 

‘ Ves.” . 

‘Whereas, you are—Nick Carter!’’ 

‘*Well—we shall see. Now he plays to 
make himself safe. And he is safe—for 
the time being.’ 

‘You mean ?’’ 

“That this fellow is a cool, clever, cal- 
culating man, willing to take big risks. 
He does not believe that I suspect him. 
He thinks that I really accept him as the 
mau frow Deuiver, ang that I believe his 
story, 

‘*What is lis story ? Fes 

““That he was abducted from a Phila- 
delphia hotel and dropped into the river.’’ 

‘Escaping ?’ 

_ “Of course. He is superbly made up, 
aud he is posted on Dorval details down 
‘to all the minutiz—the lisp, the dis- 
guises, and all the rest that the ian from 
Denver told me in Philadelphia.”’ 

‘And what is his game?’’ 

‘“To watch me. ‘T'o see that I do not 
spoil his game. He infers that he can 
show himself boldly under my wing. If 
“he thinks I suspect him——”’ 

“What then??? 

I do not helieve. he will 
break.”’ 

“What! he would stay with you?”’ 

“Right by me. He counts on this — 
that I am too wise to expose him at this 
stage of the affair. Against that event he 
knows, as a deruier resort, that he can 
play the lives of the three people in 
Philadelphia, the stolen Warren fortuse, 
and the mystery of the oak box.” 
“Then you are going to give him 
line?’ 

‘All he wants of it.’” 

‘Suppose he has in his calculations 


make a 


some scheme to make away with you ?’’ 


“*T shall be on my guard.” Mi 
**You will house him, accept him, g go 


with him?” 


‘Wherever he Teads.”” ee 
aria te ee ‘age ‘eae 


“Tt shan’t me, Chick.’’ 

Nick Carter spoke confidently; he was 
sure of bimself; but, then, Nick Carter 
had done what probably no other person 
in existence could have done. 

He had penetrated the disguise of the 
pretended Denver detective before he had 
spoken a second sentence. 

He had traced from calculation, then 
intuition, and finally from keen, knowing 
exploration, the real identity of the re- 
markable imposter who had ventured to 
put his arm veritably in the lion’s month. 

That single second when the inan’s 
back was turned to him had sufficed to. 
enable Nick to overcoine a little natural 
alazement. 

Two minutes thereafter he had the 
man conipletely at his ease. 

He purposely Jed him away from all 
pitfalls. Slick as this man was, Nick 
could have tripped him on half a dozen 
vital points in the real Dorval’s layout to 


_ which he-did not correspond. 


To half unmask or abash him, by an- 
noying questions, would be to awaken his 
suspicions; aud Nick Carter too keenly 
enjoyed the new sensation of leading an 
audacious criminal under his own roof to 
his fate, to spoil the final effect by laste 
or hazard the fortunes and welfare of: his 
victims. 

When le went back to his guest, Nick 
found him smoking one of his best cigars 
with zest and in entire comfort. 

The impostor took up matters where 
Nick had left them off, with the real Dor- 
val in Philadelphia, as smoothly as 
though he had been an actual party to 
that interview. 

Nick treated him in return as though 
he were worthy of every confidence; he 
narrated the meident of the Chief's office, 
the three telegrams, and the trio of dupes 
as up at the New York end of the 
ine. 

‘And what is your idea now, Carter?’’ 
asked his visitor. ' 

“Why, we must find Dev eeeae a, 

OE. course—but how??? 

_ “By looking for him.”’ 

-“T shall help you. Ah! eleven o'clock. 
I have a little business to attend = of a 
personal nature.’ — 
“Very well,’’ said Nick. "te 
“And, later—say this afternoon—we 

ht taken eee = anes 
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“T am ready for a ‘scurry,’ yes,’’ said 
Nick, with a grave face. 

“Working together, we are likely to 
pick up this man at any time.’’ 

“Why not??? 

‘*Say between two and four o’clock ?”’ 

**] will be awaiting you here at two 
promptly.’’ 

Nick’s guest left the house. At the 
next corner a modest-looking young lady 
took up his trail. 

It was Ida, posted by Nick, the result 
of instructions given to Chick. 

- Nick did not leave the house. At about 
one o’clock Patsy canre in. 

‘‘Word from Ida,” he reported; ‘‘I 
crossed her trail.’’ 

“Very good,’ nodded Nick. 

**Shie followed that man—I followed 
her. He is coming back here now, but 

she fancied you might | want to know 
about things in advance.’ 

‘*Certainly.’’ 

““And she didn’t want to lose sight of 
= him until his safe arrival here.” 
= phat i is right.” 
~—=> ‘“The man went toa house on Eight- 


eenth street, passed it twice, rang the 
__ door-bell, and ore auswered by a servant. 
He asked for Prince Barthelme.” 


“Ror whom ?”* interrogated Nick. 
= ‘«Prince Barthelme. The servant said 


= he was not at home.”’ 
ae we Ae then hae 
Our man left _a message.” < 


‘*Ida caught 1?” 
ao ninly ‘spoken—from the next door- 


ee Sa 


ae 
as: La hat nd ee 
ge. Pelt the Prince to come to the Wal- , 
road f Hotel at precisely three o’clock.’ ”’ 
Nick. took in all these points atten- 


-_ 


to see him in regard to the’sale of some 
- ms on furniture.’ ”’ 

= seen? $1) Md uttered. Nick, speculatively. 
Here he is-—there i is no need of his see- 
1g you, Patsy.’’ ; 

Patsy disappeared. A minute later the 
nded Dorval entered the room.. 


i tivel 
ay — TA gentleman from the West wishes — e 


headquarters, but a home during his stay 
in the city. 

To this the man from Denver was en- 
tirely agreeable, 

Nick had in mind all that Patsy had 
reported of Ida’s discoveries. 

Nick knew by the movements of his 
companion that he was headed for the 
Waldorf as they sauntered along. 

It lacked ten minutes of three o'clock 
when they came in sight of the hotel en- 
trance. 

“By the way, Carter,’’ said Nick’s 
companion, familiarly, halting, “T have 
a little incidental business in the hotel.’ 

“All right.’ 

‘‘And I want you to come with me.” 

“‘lshall be pleased. ’? 

**You see, it will only consume a few 
moments of time.’ 

‘Some friend ?” 

‘Well, rather an acquaintance. ”’ 

‘*From the West ?”’ 

“Ves. It was only by chance I met 
him. I was told that I would find him 
here, but that was before I left Denver.”’ 

“T see.” 

‘*Fle is a»prince.’’ 

‘What?’ 

*‘Yes, a genuine prince of some small 
European principality, but he has blue 
blood and all that.’ 

‘‘What is his name, may I ask ?”’ 

‘*Prince Barthelme.’ 

Nick mentally chronicled his compan- 
ion’s truthfulness in verifying Ida’s re- 
port, and his evasion of the fact that he 
very well knew that he would meet the 
Prince in question, 

Nick doubted if the man was such in 
fact, but he was sure of one point: Dever- 
eaux had a motive in taking him into the 
company of this new character in the 
ffair. 

‘One favor, Carter?’’ proceeded Dever- 
eaux. 

‘*Name it.” 

“Don’t allude to me as Dorval. 4: 

‘No? 

“Not in this august presence.” 

“Ah, you have reasons ?”’ 

“Cogent ones—you know the necessi- — 


_ He chatted Fieageediy until two o'clock _ ties of the profession ?”” 


od, én he proposed 
atlued to before noon. a 


Bods ao 


“Surely. gir wea ead aes 
“Nothing at all. cant 


nae Be -ogcasion a may arise: 


2 

‘ST won’t let it.’’ 

“I am to just take matters as they 
come??? 

'Phat’s:1t. 

Nick wondered what was impending. 
They entered the lobby. 

Then Devereaux made a tour of the 
lower public rooms of the hotel. 

‘“There he is,’? he announced, looking 
at the aoor of the smoking-room. 

Nick saw a fine, aristocratic-looking 
man of about forty. 

‘There was certainly a high-bred bear- 
ing to this individual. 

But for a look of painful intensity and 
care in his face, he would ha¥e seemed 
entirely distinguished. 

*€Ah, Prince!’ 

He was standing near a window, and 
he turned sharply at the greeting. 

His pale face twitched, and he refused 
to accept Devereaux’s outstretched hand. 

“Just recognized you,’’ went on Dever- 
eaux, volubly. ‘‘Thouglt I would speak, 
Long in New York?” 

The Prinee made an indistinct re- 
sponse. Nick douse it hard to analyze 
him. | 

He seenied PAPE to control him- 
self, and intense dislike of Devereaux was 
apparent in his every look and movement. 

“Let me introduce a friend,’’ said Dev- 
erealx. 

‘he Prince inclined his head stiffly.. 
‘Mr. Nick Carter, the celebrated New 
York detective.’’ 

Nick had not been expecting this. 

Neither, apparently, had the Prince. 

At the mention of that ndme, Prince 
Barthelme turned ghastly, clutched ata 
chair, and stood blankly staring at Nick 
_ Carter’s face in a frozen, frightened way. 


id 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE PRINCE BARTELM. 


Nick comprehended at once that Dev- 

-ereaux was playing him against the 
_ Prince Barthelme. 

‘The emotion of the latter was unac- 
countable. He seemed utterly overpow- 
ered, aud he sank to one of the leather- 
cushioned chairs like a man collapsing. 
oe i Minsea a= me!” crcl agent Dever- 
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‘*None whatever. I thoroughly under- 
stand our friend.’’ 

Devereaux rather pressed Nick toward 
the doorway. He plainly manifested that 
his presence was no longer necessary. 

The detective sauntered out into the 
next room, but he kept an eye on the two 
he had left behind. 

Devereaux stood awaiting some sign 
from the stricken Prince. 

At last the latter looked up and started 
in a fierce and aggressive way. 

A few whispered words drove the color 
anew from his face. 

Devereaux continued to speak. Gradu- 
ally over the Prince’s face there crept an 


_ expression indicative of signal, subservi- 


ent defeat. 

‘Anything wanted ?’’ whispered a voice 
near Nick Carter’s ear. 

‘Patsy was two feet away, his back 
turned to Nick. 

‘*Yes,’’ answered the detective. ‘‘You 
see the man who just got up from the 
chair ?”’ 

“In the smoking-room ?”’ 

‘““The same.’’ 

**T see him.’’ 

‘‘Keep him in view.”’ 

‘‘Very good,’’ replied Patsy. 

“He calls ~himself—or is called—the 
Prince Barthelme. be 

“And is not??? 

**You. find that out.’’ 

‘It must be the man Ida reported.”’ 

66 Veg" 

“Then I know where he lives.”’ 

‘On Eighteenth street. They are sep- 

arating. Don’t lose the man. Report by 
ae: 
' Devereaux was now coming towards 
Nick. With hasty but rather unsteady 
‘footsteps, the Prince was making for an- 
other, doorway. 

“Tt seems to me,”’ observed Nick, as 
Devereaux came up, “that your friend 
acknowledged my introduction in a rather 
untistal manner.’’ 

“Did you notice it?” smiled Dever- 
eaux. z 

“Could I fail to?” 2 

‘‘Don’t you understand ?’’ 

‘*Really—no.”’ 

‘*T put you up on purposes” 

baer Be > 

Ves. You ean imagine what a man 
sertures with eng a creat me see 


ae at oe 
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at being introduced to the greatest detec- 
tive in the country !”’ 

“Thank you; but why should he?” 

“To tell the truth, Carter,’’ said Dev- 
ereaux, ‘‘I expect to trace my two mine 
wreckers through that fellow.” 

“*And he a Prince!” 

“Oh! royalty is human.”’ 

“‘He minlged in that steal?” 

“No, he didn’t, to be candid; but he 
soiled his hands with it unwittingly, and 
lam playing him.” 

“ey see.” 

‘We have to do those things, you 
know ?”’ 

“Sometimes. ”’ p 

‘Well, that is a mereincident. Thanks 
for your heip, the fellow now thinks that 
I had Nick Carter and the whole New 


York police force at my command.”’ 


Nick knew that Devereaux was telling 
a story to suit himself. 

He did not fancy being madea cats- 
paw, for this nervy fellow was certainly 
using him to his own personal advantage 
exlusively. 

‘Still, it would not be politic to resist of 
resent just now, as that would arouse the 
suspicions of Devereaux. 

‘The captain made a front at diligently 
looking for their man in several Broad- 
way resorts. : 

About five o’clock they returned to the 
detective’s house. 

Devereaux professed himself tired, and 
said he would not go out again til] morn- 
ing. 
_ Nick indulged his indolent instincts. 
He showed him to his room, and treated 
him as cordially as though he were some 
really honored guest. _ 

Ida came into the detective’s study 
about an hour later. 

“JT have been watching your friend 


_ from an opposite window,’’ she reported. 
‘He has pretty well investigated the rear 
elevation of the house.’’ 


“Don’t interrupt him,’’ advised Nick. 

-**But if he makes a definite move ?”’ 
**In that case, apprize us at once.’’ 
Patsy entered alone as Ida withdrew. 

‘Well ?’’ interrogated Nick. 

ie ‘“*Genuine.”’ As i 

yu mean he is a real Prince ?’’ 
da gentleman, from all I can 


mv _# 


‘‘He is living at the house on Eight- 
eenth street.” 

“He has been stopping there for a 
week.”’ 

*“How do you make him out?’’ 

“‘He has a good bank balance, mingles 
with afew exclusive people, but seems 
afflicted with some settled sadness.’? 

This was all that Patsy had to report. 
He departed, and Nick was reflecting on 
the events of the day when Chick ap- 

eared. 

-“T have run»down the box,’’ he an- 
nounced at once. ‘It was delivered toa 
nian named Prince Barthelme.’ 

“On Eigliteenth street?’ 

“What! you know ?’’ exclaimed Chick. 

“Am J right?” 

**You are right.”’ 


“The box was delivered there, you 
sayin? 
“It was. I traced the expressman after 


a deal of trouble. He was hired to de- 
liver it, and a note at the same time.’’ 
‘CA note to the Prince Barthelme.’ 
‘*Which the expressman read.”’ 
‘“‘How did that happen ?”” 


‘“‘Weill, it fellim a water puddle and _ 


came unsealed. He is a sly, Peeping Tom 
of a genius,.’’ ’ 

‘*And how did you get him to confess 
that??? 

‘‘Ah! I have a way of working people, 
it seems.”’ 

‘In this ease, it is evident. I presume 
you even learned the contents of the 
note??? 

<T did 

*“Tell me, Chick?” 

“One line.’ 

‘Which said?” 

‘“*Now you have got it—and me— 
near you—dispose of it if you can—and 
dare!’ ”’ 

‘Tt said that?’’ 

**So the expressman declares. ”’ 

Nick paced the floor thoughtfully. 

““There is a good deal to interest in- 
this affair,’’ he said. 

‘*There will be more within an hour or 
two,’’ predicted Chick. ‘‘I saw the oak 
box in question.’? 

“You saw it??? . 
“Through the window. And J am go- 
ing to look into it. I have ascertained 
that the Prince goes out to dinner ata ~ 
hotel at about seven o’ciock.”” 
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‘*Then is your chance.”’ 
‘“That is the way I ain reading it.’’ 
“Well, success go with you, Chick!’’ 


CHAPTER IX, 
CHALLENGED! 


‘*You have insulted me, sir!” 

ety? 

“And must fight me!” 

“Fight you?” 

‘Ay, sir—fight me!’’ 

Nick Carter’s professional assistant 
found himself in something of a quandary. 

Chick had told his chief that he was 
determined to havea look into the oak 
chest now in the possession of Prince 
Barthelme. 

Towards that end Chick had bent all 
his energies after leaving home head- 
quarters. 

He had watched the house on Right- 
eenth street for half an hour, and had 
seen his man come out. 

Prince Barthelme had moved away in 
the direction. of the hotel where he was 
said to take his evening meal regularly, 
and Chick naturally decided the coast to 
be clear, for half an hour at least. 

He fancied that fortune favored lim. 
There seemed to be but one servant about 
the place. 

This evidently was her night off, for a 
few momeuts before the Prince left the 
house she had come out and proceeded 

: down the street, dressed as if for an even- 
ing’s enjoyment at some place of amiuse- 
ment. 

It took Chick a full fifteen minutes to 

get into the house, for it was well pro- 
tected on the lower floor. 

~ By climbing a veranda pillar he reached 

a window slightly up on the second floor, 

f pushed it clear up, got over the sill, and 

felt himself to be at last master of the 

situation. : 

The Prince had left the gas lit in sev- 
eral of the lower rooms. 

_ Chick’s centre of interest was an apart- 

ment that seemed to have been especially 

used as a strong room when the old-fash- 
—  joned house was first built, 
te 38 ¥. had but one door, ae this was a 


The. 
nat; igs ae oe i aed: all oe Cpe his 

et ee a one 

Mand why? 


Into the, apartment described Chick 
made his way at once. 

It contained the especial object of his 
interest—the oak box. 

The unwieldy thing rested on two 
chairs. 

Its canvas covering was stripped off, its 
top cover was loose. 

Chick moved this aside; below was a 
burial casket. 

It was metal, but of some light ma- 
terial like aluminum, and very thin. 

Over one end was spread a large piece 
of cotton batting; this Chick moved 
aside. 

He glanced through the oval glass it 
had concealed. 

‘‘Heavens!’’ uttered Nick Carter’s as- 
sistant, momentarily startled. 

Chick had expected to view the un- 
canny; he was well avete that the casket 
contained no ‘‘curios.’ 

Still, he was esate 7 shocked. and 
he came out of the room satisfied. 

He stood for aimoment or two in the 
centre of the next apartment, reflecting. 

What did his duty involve? An im- 
mediate. return to hoine headquarters 
with a report of his discovery, or personal 
procedure on independent lines? 

Suddemy Chick roused up. The frorit 
door clanged—its lock shot shut with a 
click. 

Hurtied footsteps came towards tlie 
ruom he was in. 

Chick was cornered, for it had but one 
door. 

He started for a window, tried to raise 
it, found it hard to move, swept his hand 
over a stand fora moment as he noted 
what it held, returned to the centre of 
the room, and—-sat down. 

It was thus that Prince Bartlieline found 
him. He came into the room, gave utter- 
ance to a startled ejaculation, recoiled, 
advanced, and, filling the doorway with 
his figure, stared ‘perplexedly, and then, 
with growing sternness, at the intruder. 

“Who are you?’ he hoarsely de- 
manded. 

‘Well,’ said Chick, coolly, sy think 
you can see a visitor.” ; 

‘How did you get into this house ?’’ 

Chick considered before replying—be- 
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Chick noted his temples throb, the col- 
or come into his face, an angry, sus- 
picious glimmer in his eyes; this was not 
a man to trifle with. 

Al?’ suddenly exclaimed the Prince 
—‘‘you have been in that reom ?”’ 

‘*Perhaps,’’ acknowledged Chick. 

“*Vou have—looked!’’ 

‘Well —yes.”’ y 

“You were sent? Sir, you are a spy!’ 

There was something majestic in the 
manner with which the man advanced 
upon Chick. 

He was aflame with rage, suspicion, 
desperation, and he swept out his hand 
to strike Chick in the face with the glove 
3 it lield. : 

“Don’t do that,’ advised Chick, catch- 

ing the glove, tearing it from the hold- 

; er’s grasp, throwing it to the floor and 
a squarely facing the Prince. 

“Sir! cried the latter, his voice ring- 
ing with rage, ‘‘you have insulted me!’’ 
eS ol 
ant ‘‘And must fight me!”’ 
Pe oe “Right you?”? 

“Ay, sir—fight me! I know your mis- 


x 


= 8 


—- ‘Indeed - 
~~ “#Here are weapons, and we have both 
i: ‘place ; and opportunity. Between men of 


hora eer tstinis: may be dispensed with. 
have pried into my secrets. If you 
are a gentleman, iat will honor the cus- 
tom of my country.’ 
. §*Are you mad!’ 
“Yam neither mad nor drunk, and I 
demand the only satisfaction you have in 
‘ ae to give, Do o's understand 


= “Then——" =e _ 

: The Prince, was Gitesing his point hot- 

He had crossed the room to the stand 
r the y < indow. 

ing at them, he took ™ 


Ss ying there. 
intruder who had ‘‘seen”’ 


. ; he see 
incident into an ‘affair of honor.’’ — 
nd there wer 


bes ick fl uae 


al 


_at once surmised that it was addressed to 
| his eyes fron Chick— : 


emed resolved to turn — 
‘ fairly: upon him. 

rtain desperation in : 
=~ manner that sug- ss 
ibly this f S 


and his fair name smirched, dragged into 
the courts of justice. 

Chick humored the occasion—to gain 
time, to watch for or force developments 
that would cause this strange person to 
more fully reveal himself. 

‘‘Give ine the weATOR, © said Chick, 
resolutely, 

*“Choose.’’ 

‘Name your distance.’ 

“That is your prerogative.’ 

“IT know it, but in this instance I for- 
go it.’’ 

““What do you think of five paces?”’ 

‘*Be it five paces.”’ 

‘*Will you give the word ?”’ 

**Do you give it, sir.”’ 

““Are you ready?” 

‘*Ready.”’ 

‘‘Rire—one, two, three!’ 

There was no report, 
Prince snapped his pistol. _ 

Chick did not even raise his weapon. 

He smiled slightly, and coolly met the 
infuriated glance of the Prince. 

‘Sir!’ raved the latter. 

“‘The chambers of those revolvers are 
in my pocket,’’ observed Chick. 

‘You dared——.”” 

‘*My friend,’’ observed. Chick, “*wilh”” 
you listen to a piece of advice ?”’ 

“‘No! ten thousand times no!?’ 

“‘T have a right in this house.”’ 

‘*Because—because’’—almost shouted 
the Prince, aflame with distraction, ‘‘you 
are another!” 

‘‘Another what??? 

“Detective!” 

“Vou guess that?”’ — 

“In my country to be thus hounded— 
the knout! the bastinado!”’ ; 

‘But this is New York.” ee 

“*Seize him!” | 

Chick divined i in a flash that this cry 
was not directed at himself. at 

His back was to the doorway, and he i. 


although the 


some person who had suddenly ns: 
there. = : fe 
Chick turned shar ply. ee ae 

‘It was to meet a mas springing at t him, ae 


But obedience to the Prince’s mandate. 
failed, as the newcomer in profound sur- 
ized Nick Carter’s. pment neh 
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‘That is it,’? nodded Chick, calmly. 

‘*This is a strange place to find you?”’ 

“And you, Mr. Dorval,’’ responded 
Chick, pointedly. 

The last comer was Nick - Carter’s im- 
postor guest. 

“Why, As 

‘Seize him!’ urged the Prince, press- 
ing close to the side of the pretended 
Dorval. 

**Be reasonable, Prince. 
man——”’ 

‘“Seize him, I say, for he has seen!’’ 

A marked cliange crossed Devereaux’s 
face. : 

‘*He has seen ?’’ he repeated, slowly. 

““Iuside the oak box!’’ panted the 
Prince. / 

**Is this true?” demanded Devereaux, 
facing Chick in a menacing way. 

"Ves, it is true.”’ 

“Then you cannot leave this house!’ 

‘Why not? I fancy I will!” 

S*No!? - 

The pretended Denver detective had 
put out his hands; in a double wrist 
clutch Chick resisted an effort to prevent 
him from passing fromthe room. 

‘That empliatic ‘‘No!’’ came from the 
Prince. 

It turned tine scales, for it was fol- 
lowed by a sudden assault. 

Seizing a fire shovel by chance resting 
against a chair at his side, the Prince had 
dealt Chick a fearful blow. 

Nick Carter’s nervy assistant staggered 
and tried to rally, but a second blow daid 
him prostrate on the floor. 


This gentle- 


* CAPER 


AN EXCHANGE OF PRISONERS. 


Ida had warned Nick of the evident in- 
tent of his guest to. make a surreptitious 
_ departure from his room. 

It was about seven o’clock when thie 

vigilant little lady detective communi- 
cated the fact that the liglts had been 
extinguished, a window raised, a rope 
ye es 

_ Nick’s assistants had put in a full day, 
every one of them. _ 

be was the turn of the chief now, and 
ick was ‘not sorry that affairs promised 

meavite and nelogs Lee 


ute was so located that no human being 
could emerge from the rear without his 
being aware of the fact. 

Posted thus, the veteran detective ex- 
perieuced a sensation of profound mystifi- 
cation, and then surprise, as he gianced 
back at the door of his quarters. 

Approaching theshouse was the very 
man lte was waiting for, to all sense and 
seeing. 

The man from Denver stood on the 
sidewalk, looking steadfastly up at Nick 
Carter’s home. 

“Two of them, eh ?’’ said Nick to him- 
self, 

The real Deuver detective had come 
upon the scene. 

Nick had his hands full, but he acted 
on the emergency. 

He passed rapidly up to his own door- 
way. 

**Dorval,’’ he said, 

**Mr. Carter!’ 

*“Not a word!’ 

ba 5) | ??? 

Nick swept the new-comer into the 
hallway, and uttered a quick signal whis- 
tle. 

Patsy appeared from the shadows with 
magical celerity. 

‘A man is leaving by the rear,’ ob- 
served Nick. 

“*T understand— Dorval ?”’ : 

*‘T am Dorval!’’ exclaimed the new- 
comer, wonderingly. 

‘*{ see vou are,’’ nodded Patsy. ‘‘What_ 
shall I do? he resumed, addressing 
Nick. 

**Tf he goes into a house on Eighteenth 
street, as I think he will——”’ 

66 Veg 2??? 

“Telephone.”’ 

Patsy was off like an arrow. 

“Now then,’’ said Nick, leading his 
bewildered visitor to his study—‘‘so you 
have appeared on the scene ?”’ 

“Better late than never. But what did 
that voung man meat by ‘Dorval’ ?’’ 

“T will explain.” 

Nick did so. = 

‘And where have you been?’’ lhe 
checked the Denver man’s: open-mouthed 
amazement by inquiring. “ c 

“In Philadelphia.” j } 

‘““Where?”? 

“It reminded me ae a tomb—some- 


in- ig oc 


Td AMERY Sear 
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“*You have been a prisoner?’ 

“IT wouldn't have been quiet for twenty- 
four hours if I hadn’t.”’ 

**Have you any tiotion of the fate of 
those two others?”’ 

**Mr. Edwin Lewis—the servant girl, 
Mary Bronson ?”’ 

Ves? 

““They were not in the place where 
they kept me confined.” . 

‘How did you get away ?”’ 

‘*They drugged me, to carry me across 
the city in a wagon.’’- 

*‘And yon refused to be drugged?” 

“T slipped them in an alley by drop- 
ping out from under the straw. So that 
man had the audacity to steal my iden- 
tity?’ ‘ 

- **As T have told you.” 
: “And now you will clamp down on 
. him ?”? 
“*That depends on circumstances.” 
“Likely to developto-night.” 
“That will tell us!?? 
There had come a ring at the telephone. 
Nick proceeded to the instrument. - 
**Hello!”? 
“*Patsy ?”’ 
- S¢Ves, 7? 4 
The man went to the Eighteenth 
street house ?’’ rot 
‘He is there now.’ 
" Nick returned to his guest. 
a He looked him over speculatively. 
‘*Of course you are willing to obey 
orders?’ he asked. 
**Nick Carter’s orders—yes.”? 
**Come with me, then.”’ 
When Nick reached the house on 
--_- Kighteenth street he left his companion 
in a convenient doorway, while he made a 
hurried inspection of the dwelling. 
Then he ascended the front steps. 
Me Whoever had entered last had used a key, 
and carelessly had left it in the lock. 


ee _. Upon this discovery, Nick beckoned to 

Dorval. 3 

ss **Step lightly, and keep in close touch 
with me,’ he directed. 


The hall was dark. Suddenly Dorval 


he caught the sound of a startled 
_ he himself retreated under the 


The fake Dorvai entered the hall, and 
turned up a gas jet. 

He scanned the upset table. Then his 
glance roaming, it fell upon Nick, 

. “Why! you have followed me?” he 
said, putting a beld and smiling face on 
the matter. : 

“T thought it best,’? nodded Nick. 

“You can iielp me out.’’ 

*“Can I, indeed ?”? 

““Ves,’’ asserted Devereaux, audacious- 
ly. “Come with me—I have something 
interesting to sliow you.’’ 

“But—I.have a friend,’’, observed 
Nick. : 

‘‘Ah! a friend?’ muttered Devereaux, 
glancing suspiciously around. 

Ves, 

“TI don’t see him.’’ 

“*T will intreduce you. 

Nick proceeded towards the room into 
which he had thrust Dorval. 

He drew aside the drapery. Under this 
roof some surprising developments~were 
likely to soon ensue; he took the initia- 
tive and forced them along. 

**Mr. Dorval! Mr. Dorval !”? said Nick, 

Precisely.alike, both men in borrowed 
garb, stared-steadfastly one at the other. 

“I see!’? satd Devereaux, his teeth 
closing with a snap, 

You must!?? 

“You knew me all along?” 

‘From the very first.’? 

Devereaux made a sudden dart. 

*‘Not so fast!’ said Nick, and caught 
him abont the waist. ° 

‘‘Prince!’? shouted Devereawx, strug- 
gling, ‘‘it is Nick Carter! Close the door! 
—remember where you stand!”’ 

Nick slipped a pair of handcuffs over 


the wrists of his captive. 


He interlocked a second pair, backed 
the man to the stairway, and snapped the 
extra manacle about a newel post. 

- “What is the lay-out here?” he in- 
quired, coolly, 

*‘Not the most agreeable!’ gritted | 
Devereaux. | ; : s 

**Indeed !”” * 

“You will find it so. I warn you!? 

“Of Prince Barthelme?” 

‘‘He is a dangerous man in his present 
mood,’? .« . = 

‘‘Aud what is his present mood ?”? 

“Do not tempt it? 


“Oh! 1 suust interview the 
Te NS a eT Sis 
ne ae ' c 


man,’’ insisted Nick. 
suggestions to make?’’ 

Devereaux uttered a savage growl. 

Vou won't talk to me? Then you 
shall not to him,’’ observed Nick. 

He slipped an effective gag between the 
man’s lips. 

‘*Keep your eye on him, Dorval.”’ 

‘Trust me, Mr. Carter!’’ 

Nick had silenced the fellow. 
advanced down tlie hall. 

He stepped into a lighted room—it was 
the one where Chick lad experienced his 
mishap of the evening. 

The first thing that met the detective’s 
glance was a heavy oaken dvor. 

It had a window in it, or, rather, a 
shifting wicket of iron. 

“‘Stand whiere you are!’ ordered an im- 
perative voice. 

Through the wicket Nick saw a face 
that he recognized. 

‘Ah, Prince!’’ he nodded. 

“Do uot advance another step!’ 

**You are disposed to be tragic!’ 

‘‘f am disposed to be resolute. You are 
Mr. Nicholas Carter?”’ 

‘*As such I was introduced to you to- 
day.” si 

‘Vou are hounding nfe—you and your 
people. Very well, sir!” spoke Prince 
Barthelme. ‘‘Advance before I. give you 
permission, and it will be the worse for 
you—and yours!’’ 

“That is—if Tadvance?”’ 

“] will certainly fire upon you—do not 
drive me to extremities.” 

“And if I gracefully retire?” 
 T will sacrifice your myrmidon!’” 

« ‘How is that?’’ questioned Nick, not 
-~ comprehending. as 
“I have in this room, shut in with me, 
one of your men,’”’ 
One of my—— 


“Have you any 


Now he 


”» 


2 _ “Assistants—you call him Chick.’ 


Nick had not known that; he looked 
his surprise, slightly his concern. 


Vou have just overpowered a friend of 


_ mine,’’ went on the Prince. ‘‘I heard the 
 struggle—he called out to me,” 


Ty af} 
—_ 
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‘‘Oh, that-is it?’ said Nick, reflecting. 

‘““Those are my tertis. Mr. Carter, I 
am driven to the verge of maduess—you 
and yours are urging ife to desperation !”’ 

‘‘Tet us discuss that ?’’ 

‘-No p? 

“You insist upon having your way?” 

et-do.!” 

“Vou offer to release my man if I re- 
lease yours?’’ 

Vas. 

“Very well,’’ said Nick, calmly, ‘‘I 
agree.’”’ 


CHAPTER XI, 
THE MAN IN THE CASKET. 


When Chick rallied from the effects of 
those two stunning blows~administered 
by the Prince Barthelme, he found him- 
self in the ‘‘strong room.’’ 

Thither he had been dragged. His feet 
and hands were secured by stout cords, 
and after a vain effort to relieve himself 
of his bonds, he quiescently listened to 
the conversation going on in the outer 
room. 

Common peril had temporarily made 
those two men allies. : 
 “Suddenl¥ the Prince burst out bitterly : 

**You have brought me to my doom!”’ 

“Have you the money?’ 

“Of course I have the money.”’ 

‘*Vou are willing to pay it?” _ 

‘*Willing and ready.”’ 

‘Then——”’ 

“But that spy has see!’’ 

“‘Still, that spy, as you call him, does 
not know.”’ : 

‘He is from Nick Carter.”’ 

Ves? 

‘Then he will find out!’’ 

“Oh! Ihave hopes that he will not. 
All will be well, Prince, if you are rea- 
sonable. ’’ : 

‘*Reasonable!’? 

‘*Ves, You forced me to act.” 

‘Vou sent that horrible reminder! Re- 
move it—help me destroy it! -I will pay 
your price!” se 

“That is agreed. Then, more than 
that, I will make you permanently safe.” 

pee es : ; 

“Ves—whien we have disposed of the 
—evidence.” ie 
_ ‘The Prince shuddered. 


ies “4 oe a el 


~ NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 29 


= **Let us set at work at once,’ he ex- 


claimed, feverishly. ‘‘Hark! did you 
hear that ?’’ 

4 “Did I hear it!’ 

_ his was at the moment when Nick 


_ Carter’s companion, Dorval, had upset 

__ the stand in the dark hallway. 

= As Devereaux’s shouts, a few moments 
~ later, rang from thence announcing his 

: capture, warning the Prince, the atter 
sprang iuto the strong room. 

. He closed the door, and as its strong 

lock set, Chick realized that he was prac- 

_ tically inclosed in a formidable fortress. 

‘The Prince had lit the gas, and he had 

restored to the pistols the chambers taken 
- from Chick’s pocket. 


Now he made a singular move, and 


“Chick was interested. 
Proceeding over to the wall, he pushed 
to one side aii old cabinet resting there. 
_ Chick st&red. Beyond-«was an aperture. 
“The brick partition wall of the next 
_ building had been pierced, the. bricks re- 
- moved, and there was room afforded 
- through which not only could a man 


Pag 1 the oak box as well. 
lic lled that the next baildine 


was IE, Prince Barthelme, it seemed, 
‘was prepared for contingeucies. 
Sa discovery Chick was ready to an- 
ce to ick in the other room, when 

the ange proposition for an exchange 
of prisoners had been agreed to. 
ee lam at liberty to withdraw for a mo- 
“ment or two?”’ inquired Nick now. 

On your word of honor that you will 
nediately return ?”? 
io Sapa. é 
- “And make no move to send word out- 
, or summon others?” : 
itively, 10—it is not hecessary.”? 
vill make the exchange?’ 
“Give me eighty seconds,’ 
Nick departed for the hall. At the end 

le time appointed Chick caught the 
o of his returning footsteps. 

> was” at alone; eee distestag 


our man,’ * said-Nick. 
; ie a Z 


y 

said the Prince—'‘stand ; 
oor a form slid es 
ores: J sithin ~ “Oh! but you are certain to f 


; you, 


Chick for the second time prepared to 
make himself heard in vigorous demur 
and enlightenment. 

The Prince had threatened ‘“‘to silence 
him,”’ if he spoke; but Chick could not 
allow these men to disappear, and their 
ghostly “evidence”? with them. 

‘*Here—take these,’’ spoke the Prince, 
tending his companion the pistols. “Stand 
guard “till I get the box through the 
wall.”’ 

The weapons changed hands. 

“Point thei away from me!’’ ordered 
the Pritce, irritably. 

‘‘Not till vou undo that door again.” 

“How! Ah—you——” 

‘‘Keep still—they may go off.” 

**Duped !”? 

‘You think so?” 

‘“You are not—Devereaux!”’ 

**Dou’t I look like him?’ 

The Prince stood spell-bound; Chick 
began to understand that this was a new 
Dorval. _ 

**Release the prisoner!’? ordered the 
real man from Denver. 

**Undo that door, I told you,” added 
the sane speaker. 

Nick Carter ‘stepped into the apart- 
nent. 

**Prince,’’ he said, quietly, 
have we here?” 

Nick advanced toward the oak box. 

“Do not approach it!’ cried 
Prince, distracted. 

Nick took a look beyond cover and lid. 

‘There is some explanation necessary 
here, it seems to me,’’ he began, sternly. 

‘fAll is lost!” gasped the Prince. He 
had become ghastly. 

“Give me one of ‘those pistols!’’ he 
pleaded; ‘‘T will save you and myself 
trouble.’ 

“As bad as that?’ observed Nick; 

“you must be seriously entangled, my 
friend.”’ 


‘(Ves,’’ said the Prince, blankly—“‘it 


what 


the 


is the gallows!” 


“The man in that caliatieo* 
“*He was murdered 7? 
“By whom??? AMER: 
— “Do you not. already Eas 2 
Nick did not reply, ~ 


hose Ri . fell: 
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““Then who murdered him??’’ interro- 
gated Nick. 

“Tt fs nseless to deny—it would be 
only a continuation of the long agony. 
Take me in charge!’ cried Prince Bar- 
theline in the tones of utter despair; ‘‘I 
killed the man lying in yonder casket!’’ 


—-—_ —. 


CHAPTER XII. 
“INVINCIBLE !?? 


“You coufess to the killing of that 
man ?’’ asked Nick. 

‘‘Yes,’’ answered Prince Barthelme. 

“When ?? 

**Six months ago.”’ 

‘“Whiere ?”’ 

“In Denver.”’ 

“Under what cireumstances?”’ 

“In a quarrel—over tlie cards. I was 
heated with wine. I struck him with my 
cane.’ Devereaux and his friends were 
witnesses, They got me away. The next 
week they showed me his body. It was 
not deliberate murder, but I had dis- 
graced my title, my honor!’’ 

“And what did it cost you?’’ asked 
Nick, bluntly. . 

“It has cost me so tnuch, pursued froin 
city to city by this harpy, that Iam glad 
it is over.’’ 

“*He followed you here?”’ 

‘He seut me that body, 
preserved by some scientific process. 


He had it 
He 


demanded half I had. This terrible affair. 


has changed my nature— made me almost 
mad, ready to commit crime to cover my 
first guilt!’ 

Nick went back into the hallway. 

Ah!’ he observed, removing lis pris- 
ouer’s gag—“‘you have had a desperate 
‘time of it ?”’ 

Devereaux had in some way kicked off 
both shoes. 

Nick found one up the stairs. 

‘Where is the other?’ he inquired. 

‘Find out!’* growled Devereaux. 

“Are you trying to play the =e 
_ dodge?’ 

‘“Never you mind!”’ 

“I do mind—here,’’? observed slirewd 
Nick Carter, “Chick, this fellow-has not 


fr6 n thp:prison er told that 


af? stispooncrsel oad of his Sevier with- - 


had turned here -: evade him, 
oCorniseeaee 


’ 


y 


“There is the other shoe,’’ declared 
Nick’s assistant, pointing to where it had 
caught in a hanging drapery. 

Nick examined it. As he manipulated 
a gnovable sole, the captain’s eyes shiot 
fire. 

‘*Vou are,’’ he said, savage but beaten, 
‘invincible!’ 

That unique hiding-place, which Dev- 
ereaux realized, would be searched at the 
police station, comprised a treasury of 
value. 

In it was found a receipt from a safety 
deposit company for a package. 

This turned out to be the stolen bonds 
and money. 

The most significant discovery was a 
letter. - 


It comprised what Devereaux had mys- 
teriously promised the Prince, when he 
had bled him for the final bribe. 

It -was signed by hiinself and two Den- 
ver associates, and it included references 
of verification. 

The man in the casket was not the 
man the Prince supposed. 

The alleged victim was in the game. 
A brother resembling jim had died about 
the tiife of the assault. 

The plotters had palmed off on the 
Prince this dead brother. 

It was the peacefullest face Nick Car- 
ter had ever seen-—-that of the Prince 
Barthelme—when they handed him that 
document. 


“T know that woinan!’’ 

The scene was again Philadelphia. 

The man from Denver spoke the words. 

*“Who is she??? asked Nick Carter. 

They were proceeding down Broad 
street, and Dorval indicated a comely 
young woman walking by the side of a 
big, strapping fellow, — 

‘The Denver man spoke too lond. The 
woman nudged her companion—both 
turned into a doorway, 

‘(T saw that woman when J was a pris- 
oner,’’ declared Dorval. < 

‘*She visited the place ?’’ 

Veg,?? = 

‘Then we want her.’’ 

Nick entered the doorway; the twain 


were. cornered. 


They , 


It was an elevator areaway, with no 

other means of egress. 
And the elevator was not running. 
Nick advanced straight up to the wo- 
man. 
“What do you want?’’ her companion 
demanded, with a belligerent swagger. 

““T wish to speak to this lady.’’ 

‘*What about?”’ 

‘*Business.”’ 

“T understand. Rose, run!” 

The giant-muscled fellow threw out 
both hands. 


of steel. 
| The girl made for the street; she_ 
caught sight of Dorval. 
3 “Blocked |”? she exclaimed. 
ee “The elevator!’’? suggested her com- 
4 é; ponte evo) know who this man is?”’ 
. 


ihe. girl ran to gs elevator—she slid 
~ back its door. 

_ She got inside and pulled on the rope; 
iy up the car started. 


Crack !—crack! The man uttered a 


; ce f pain. 
Nick had executed a superior muscular 
e. “maneuver. 
= You have broken both my wrists!” 


lady!” aunounced Nick. 
‘ He reach Betonah the coarse meshes 
a No the wire door and grasped the elevator 


eit, Mic the ats floor,’’ called Nick to 
= 1e man from Denver—and he held the 
slevator stationary. 
“Up or down, my lady—which will it 
ye 97 re inquired, 
eek enough was she, upon realizing 


- confederate of the captain, 
sect Devereaux had mthesd to 


onson and the’ broker. 

rom her, too, Nick gat an inkling of 
sing forger’s motive in selecting the 
reus to plunder. : 
e was a head-strong, resentful man, 
once the husband of Mrs. Warren 
een a witness pi ies ina eeeiDe 


t 
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‘They cireled Nick’s wrists like clamps - 
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the notion to locate the family home at 
Byrn Manor, 

He had chanced to overhear there the 
plaus concernjng the fifty thousand dol- 
lars. 

It had struck him that to secure this, 
to dispose of witness and lover, and later, 
to demand the hand of the peerless Miss 
Lucille Warren—whose beauty had fasci- 
nated him—would be a fine play of re- 
venge and profit. 

Nick Carter had outwitted him, how- 
ever. 

Chick’s main satisfaction was that they 
had downed a fellow who had had the 
audacity to familiarly address the great 
detective as ‘‘Carter!”’ 

The man from Denver did not find the 
Colorado mine wrecRers in New York, as 


‘he had hoped. 


But he had scored the honor of striking 
up an acquaintance with the famous se- 
cret service expert. 

The latter had agreed ‘‘to keep an eve 
out’? for the two clever criminals still at 
large. 

And Nick Carter never brokea promise. 


[THE END. | 


The next number of the Nick Carter 
Weekly will contain **Nick Carter’s Bogus 
Bargain; or, Outwitted by Duplicate 
geting Z 


Nick Carter Quarterly. 


The enrlier issues of Nick Carter Weekly, are now on sale in the 
form of Quarterlies, each including 15 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original Hluruated Ulustra- 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. ‘The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which stm they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address fn the United States. 


No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Nick Carter Weekly. 


* No. 2, ig Nos. 14 to 2% of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 3, = Nos. 27 tu 39 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 4, s Nos, 40 to 52 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 5, “ Nos. 53 to 65 of Nick Carter Weekly, 


ete your Newsdealer has not got the Quarteriles, remit direct to 
the publishers, 
STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 


this 1s a mistake, Photography is a clean, light, and pleasant ac- 
consplishinient, within the reach of all, The camera will prove a 


-¥. 


c a reporter, and helper W ith: ® very inexpensive camera auy 


or girl can now learn not only to take good pietnres, but pictures: 
t there is everywhere a demand for pom me a el 


bigh Prices Are On Vacation 
THE MEDAL LIBRARY 


Oliver Optic and Others. % % »% x The Right Books at the Right Price. 


— y 


Vhere is a line of classics for youth—the books your fathers read—the books you want to read—the books the 
boys and girls wil] read and like as long as the English language endures. They have done more to shape the mind 
of American boys for the last fifty years than any others, We refer to the writings of Oliver Optic, Horatio Alger, 
Edward S. Ellis, Lieut. Lounsberry, James Otis, William Murray Graydon, etc. - These names are familiar wherevet 
the American flag floats. 

Unfortunately, they have heretofore been procurable only in expensive binding at from $1.00 to $1.50 each. 
The average boy, has not got $1.50 to invest. Ten cents is nearer his price. We have made the ten cent book 
the leader with the elder readers. Now we are going to do the same thing for the boys, and give them their favorites 
ina form in every respect equal to our well-known Eagle and Magnet Libraries, at the uniform price of ten cents. 
Thousands of boys have asked us to issue this line. Thousands more are ready to buy it on sight. There is no line 
like it in the world, We can justly call it the Medal series, as every book will be a prize winner.. It will contain no 
story that the boys have not approved as a “‘standard.”” They have bought them by thousands at $1.00 and up- 


wards, and now they can get them for TEN CENTS A COPY. 


MEDAL LIBRARY 


1—The Boat Club ; pei 7 : P 3 : J 4 . By Oliver Optic 
2—Cadet Kit Carey 3 > . , ; ; : ; By Lieut, Lionel Lounsberry 
3—All Aboard. . 2 ; ; > : ‘ % F . - By Oliver Optic 
4—Lieutenant Carey’s Lak = . e = ‘ . By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
5—Now or Never ; o 6 > ; . F 7 By Oliver Optic 
6—Captain Carey of the Gallant Seren: . ‘ : 7 ee Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
7—Chased Through Norway : 4 x ‘ ; - 7 a $ By James Otis 
8—Kit Carey’s Protege . - - - Z ; F * . By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
9—Try Again. ; > ; ; : é . ‘ By Olive> Optic 
10—Don Kirk, the Boy Cattle King 5 - By Gilbert Patten 
1i—From Tent to White House. (Boyhood ant Life of President McKinley. ) By Edward S. Ellis 
12—Don Kirk’s Mine . . Z = : " 3 a F . F By Gilbert Patten 
13—Up the Ladder 3 3 7 : ri ; 3 : : - F - By Lieut. Murray 
14—The Young Colonists. A Story o. Life and Warin Africa . “ 4 . By G. A. Henty 
15—Midshipman Merrill . " q © . ; i By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
16—The White King of Africa 7 . ms ¢ : “ . By William Murray Graydon 
17—Ensign Merrill~ . = e . . . . é ‘ By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
18—The Silver Ship : ‘ * . ° ‘ ° : ‘ ; “ . By Lewis Leon 
19—Jack Archer : =. isis eee | os ; - . By G. A. Henty 
20—Wheeling for Poetans® ; * oe F “ ‘ 9 . By James Otis 
21—Won at West Point . : « ° . . : ; ‘By Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry 
22—From Lake to Wilderness ° - ‘ i tak : x By G. A. Henty 
23—The Dragon and the Raven . 3 , 8 4 : . By William Murray Graydon 
Ma Tho: Bor tener the. Wests. sa a eS By Gilbert Patten 
25—Through the Fray . 3 } Pe Say : F ‘ : . By G. A. Henty 
26—The Cryptogram . a : By William sutey Graydon 
. 


_ OTHERS EQUALLY GOOD Tro FOLLOW. 


Order them at once. If you cannot get them send to us. Remember 
these are i2mo books, printed from new plates, with elegant covers, and 
ae ahs “real thing,” and only TEN CENTS A COPY. 


TREET & SMITH, Publishers | a 
| 236 A a st, NEW YORK. 


‘Price, Five Cents. 
THE BEST a OF DETECTIVE STORIES. 
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Back Numbers always on hand. 3 


' '98—Five Dollars for a » Nickle; or, Why Nick Mac c 
~. - the Purchase. - 
£99—Seen Through a, Window; _or, A Snare, 
Was Set for-Tough Bi ¥ 
100—Nick Assists & Body snateher and 4 
Life of an Innocent Man- 
101—Nick Carter Arrested at. the~Box- 
An Act Not on the Y tugcenines 
102—Nick Carter Shows His Nerve and 
the Case it the Frei Honse. 
103—Burned to Death; orge%be Great Ins 
Swindle. 
104—Nick Carter's Prophecy; or, A Case That Was 
Worked in the ark. 
105—A Lightning Change Crook; or, A Cateh That 
Pleased the I nspector. 
106—Killed at tne Baths; or, Nick Carter Right on 


Han 
107—Among the Express Thieves; or, Rele ased 
from Jad for Good Behavior. 


108—After the Policy Snarps; or, The Gtiie That 


* Rob ed the Poor. 


109—Held Up in Chicago; or, Av New System of 
= Keeping Books. 


110—The Spider and The Fly; or, The Battle of 


His Life. 


111—A Scientifie Forger;. or, The Great, ‘Bank | 


Swindle. 

112—The High Power Burglars; = Behind the 
Broken Wal. 

113—Found at Low Tide; or, The Boy in the 
Pool. 

114—Offteer D eat; or, The’ New Member 
of the Fo 

115—Nick Carter's Chance Clew; or, The Hogue of 
the Race Track. 

116—Nick Carter After a Missing Man; or, The 
Work of Ghouls. 

—Nick Carter at Hellion City; or, The ‘Notice 

Posted on the Poor. 


118—The Great Poisoning Case: or, What lap. 


pened at the Laboratory. 
119—Nick Carter Among t e Peter PI; 


120—Fighting the Circus Crooks; Eh 2 ith 
and Dollarss hort. 


121—Out of the Pevil’s Clutches; 5 Nick Carter's 
; New Friend. 
122—Waiiing to be Robbed; or,” Nick Carter’s 
Diamond Case. 
123—The Sleeping Car Mystery. 
124—Killed by His Victim; or, The p Pesta 
Men at Work. ; * 


eekly 


Iluminated Cover. 


Price, post-paid, Five cents each. 


oud His Mateh. 

126 —Set On Fire; or, Nick Carter’s pravel 

27—A Demand’ for Justice; or, Nick Carter 

2 Offered a Bri e. 

428_w as It Murder; or, Nick Carter’s Short 
Vacation. 

129—Nick Carter’s Mascot; or, Treachery Among 
Thieves. 

-130—Roxy’s Signal In the Sky; or, A. Gold- -Bug 
Worth a Fortune. 

131—At Kessler Switch; or, Nick Carter’s Train 
Robbery Case. ; 

132—The Face in the Rottle; 
One of the Finest. 

133---Afraid of Nick Carter; or, The Man who 
Wasn't Isorn Yesterday : 

131—The Malay’s Charge; or, Roxy’s Life Saved 


or, Detective Buff and 


: by a New Pet. 
| 135—The Great Abduction Case; or, A Baby’s Cry 


for Freedom. 


Y i36—Short Work with Train Robbers; or; the Mast 


that was Marked with: Blood. 

137—Bob Ferret’s Trump Card; or, W hat Was 

. Found on a Century Run. 

138—-Nick Carter's Mouse ‘rap; or, The pd of 
. oe Helstone. 

139-—-Strack Down; or, How the Supeviutepdent 

Lent a Hand. 


~4140—Nick Carter’s Greatest Com liment. 
141 —Nick Carter on_the Jimi ; or, The Man on 
the Sune kits ’ Smoke. 
142 —Nick Carter Mi Vizard pad Shows Him 


a New 


143.—Nick ris soner; ; or, How 
Her Si cinate Him. 

l44—Niek ‘Cart a Fortune, and Turns it 
Over to the Right Owners. 

145—Nirk Carter's Midnight Arrest; or, An Inter- 
ruption of a Poker Game. 

146—Nick Carter’s Race jor Life; or, An Accident 
in the Nick of ‘Mime. ~ 

M7—Nick Carter’s Turn at the Wheel; or, Red 
and Black Both the Same. 

148—Nick Carter’s Snap Shot; or, A Photograph 
That Gave Evidence 

149—Nick Carter Exchanges Prisoners; or, A 
Likeness Easily Explained. 

150—Nick Carter’s Bogus Bargain; or, Outwitted 
by Dupiicate Methods. 

151—Nick Carter Stands a Bluff, and Wins! a 
Game Whieh Ends in Limbo. 

152—Nick Carter’s Fake Murder Case; or, The 
Plan to Wipe Out the Agency. 


oS 


STREET & SMITH, PUBLISHERS, NEW YORK. 
For Sale by all Nevrwsdealers. 
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